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Dedication 


Many thanks to Robin and Jen, who graciously read this 
story and we er kind enough to 


Share their opinions. 


Chapter One 


Cody thumped down the staircase, the Nightmare on Elm 
Street DVD collection he’d come home to fetch clutched in 
one hand, and made a sharp right around the corner. He 
needed to run a class change by his uncle before he headed 
back to the dorm. As a sophomore in college, he didn’t 
really need anyone’s approval, but Beaumont got testy if he 
was left out of the loop on anything that concerned Cody’s 
education. It was easier just to ask rather than hurt his 
uncle’s feelings. There wasn’t any concession too large for 
the man who'd taken in his estranged brother’s snot-nosed 
five-year-old and raised him after both his parents were 
killed in a car accident. His uncle may have been a little 
overprotective, but there wasn’t anything Cody wouldn’t do 
for the man he loved like a father. 


He started to knock on the door of his uncle’s home office 
and stilled, his hand hanging in the air as voices carried 
through the thin wood. He recognized his uncle’s gruff voice 
right away, but the other lilting tenor was a little harder to 
distinguish. 


“So,” Beaumont said. “What do you say? I’d love for you to 
accompany me to this year’s Halloween party at The 
Casbah.” 


“I’m not sure,” the other man replied, his voice barely loud 
enough to make out. 
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“Come on, Adam,” his uncle cajoled. “You know you'll have 
a good time. | can promise you it'll be a night to remember.” 


“I don't think so, Mr. Bradbury. If someone saw me --” 


“Everyone there will be gay. No one will be interested in 
outing you to your family.” 


“I...” The metallic slide of a zipper echoed through the door. 
“I'll have to think about it. l'II let you know, okay?” 


“Sure. Just don’t wait too long, or | may make other plans.” 


Cody hustled halfway down the hall and then turned around 
to make it appear as if he was just on his way to the office. 
He waited until he heard the lock click before he resumed 
walking. 


A man Cody recognized as his uncle’s new personal 
assistant came out of the room, his dark hair mussed and 
the pale skin of his cheeks stained pink. He blushed harder 
when he spotted Cody and rushed by him, dropping a piece 
of beige stationery as he went past. 


Cody bent and picked up the paper. His heart raced as he 
scanned the fancy script and realized what he held in his 
greedy little paws -- an invitation to The Casbah, the private 
gay gentlemen’s club his uncle owned. It was worth its 
weight in gold -- to him anyway. He’d been trying to get into 
the club since he’d discovered he preferred dicks over tits. 


Unfortunately, every last employee recognized Cody on 
sight and knew better than to let him in. The fake 
identification he used to gain access to other clubs around 
the city didn’t stand a chance at The Casbah. 


The invitation was the answer to his kinky dreams. It was 
alleged that everything from dirty dancing to orgies went 
down at The Casbah, depending on what night you went. 
The annual Halloween party was said to be a smorgasbord 


of half-naked men and a floor show that would rattle even 
the most prudent gay man’s libido. 


Not that it would take much to send his hormones through 
the roof and out of the stratosphere. Other than a little 
mutual jerking and a couple of blowjobs he’d exchanged 
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with his roommate, Cody was a hell of a lot more 
inexperienced than he wanted to be. He knew it wouldn’t be 
that hard to find someone willing to bone him, but he didn’t 
want any old man to be his first. He wanted chemistry with 
someone who was hot enough to melt his bones and make 
his head explode when he finally came. No one he’d met 
filled that description. 


Well, no one who'll give me the time of day anyhow. 


He had a serious thing for his uncle’s best friend, Dante 
Santiago, but the older man hadn't looked at him twice -- 
not even when he’d pranced around in front of him wearing 
nothing but a tiny white Speedo the summer before. 
Although Cody knew the sexy Latino was gay, mainly 
because he managed The Casbah, the man obviously wasn’t 
interested in skinny white boys. Cody consoled himself with 
the rationalization that Dante was probably a power bottom. 
Sure, he practically exuded testosterone and strutted 
around like he was packing some major meat behind his fly, 
but Cody could imagine whatever-the-hell he wanted if it 
made him feel better. Picturing Dante with his big muscles 
and smooth, tanned skin, lying on his back and squealing 
like a pig went a long way toward improving Cody’s outlook 
on being ignored. 


Cody folded the invitation in half and stuffed it into his back 
pocket. After knocking on the doorframe, he entered his 
uncle’s office. Beaumont sat behind his desk, his feet 
propped on the gleaming oak surface. Cody had always 
thought he resembled his uncle; they both shared the same 
light coloring, blond hair, and blue eyes, but the family 
connection was never more evident than when his uncle 
smiled. Nobody would deny that Beaumont Bradbury was an 
attractive man. The years seemed to melt away when he 
was happy -- or apparently, when he was well laid. Cody 
didn’t exactly want to think about his uncle and sex. That 
was just nasty. But the issue was hard to ignore when the air 
was redolent with the scent of sweat and cum. 


“Hey, Unc. You busy?” 
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“I’m never too busy for you.” Beaumont smiled at Cody, 
extending the laugh lines around the outer corners of his 
eyes. “What’s up, kiddo?” 


Cody frowned at the endearment. Nineteen was a little too 
old to still be called 


“kiddo,” in his opinion. Reminding his uncle of that fact did 
little good. He brushed off his aggravation at the nickname 
and approached the desk. “Not much. | just came to pick up 
some of my DVDs for a horror movie marathon | have 
planned tomorrow night. While I’m here, | thought | would 
let you know I’ve decided to drop my humanities class.” 


Beaumont scratched his left ear with one long, 
professionally manicured finger. 'Won't that drop you below 
full time for the semester?” 


“Yeah, but if | keep the class, it’s going to murder my GPA.” 


“All right then. You'll just have to pick up an extra course 
next term.” 


“Don’t worry. | will.” Cody thought about the invitation 
burning a hole in his pocket. 


“So, do you have any big plans for tomorrow? Gonna dress 
up and hand out candy to the trick-or-treaters?” 


“Well, | thought | was going to have a date, but | guess that 
fell through. | could always come by your dorm room and 
watch scary movies with you. It’ll be like old times, before 
you grew up on me and moved out.” 


“Not likely. The smell of my roommate's socks would scare 
yOu away.” 


Beaumont chuckled. 


“You know, speaking of me growing up...” Cody hedged. 
“You could always spare me the trauma of bad hygiene and 
get me an invitation to the Halloween party at the club.” 


Beaumont’s features hardened into the mask Cody had seen 
him use on business associates. He picked his feet up off 
the desk and set them on the floor. “Nice try, kiddo. 


We've already had this talk one too many times. You’re not 
allowed in the club. You’re too young and impressionable.” 


“I can assure you I’m gay. There's no indecision about it.” 
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“How do you know? Have you even experimented with girls 
yet?” 


Oh, for God’s sake. Not this crap again. “Have you?” 
His uncle gave a stiff nod. 


“Not everyone needs to fuck a woman to know the 
attraction isn’t there.” 


Beaumont folded his arms over his chest, making his biceps 
swell within the sleeves of his white dress shirt. “You don’t 
have to be so vulgar, young man.” 


“I’m just telling it like it is. Anyway, I’ve heard you say 
worse.” 


“That’s beside the point. I’m the adult here.” 


“The last time | checked, I’m nineteen, and on my own. | 
would consider that adulthood.” 


“Of course you would. You’re a child.” 
“Why?” Cody asked, growing impatient. 
“Why what?” 


“Why are you so pigheaded about this? The club allows 
people eighteen and up inside. 


You can’t keep me from going forever.” 


“The hell | can’t.” Beaumont leaned forward. “All it takes is 
having the word spread that l'Il fire anyone who lets you slip 
by. That should keep you firmly out of the hands of some 
dirty old letch.” 


Cody didn’t bother telling his uncle that he could be laid six 
ways to Sunday if all he wanted was a hookup. It was no use 


arguing. His uncle was never going to see him as anything 
but a bratty little kid. 


“Fine,” Cody said. “Have it your way. | need to get home.” 


“Come on, kiddo. Don’t be pissy. I’m only doing this for your 
own good.” 
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Cody waved to his uncle on the way out of the room. His 
uncle may not approve of him going to the party, but that 
wasn’t going to stop him. A grin spread across his face as he 
started planning his costume. 
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Chapter Two 


Luck was with Cody as he entered the club. There was a 
new guy on duty at the door who didn’t look twice at his 
fake ID or ask him to remove the black latex Zorro mask 
that stretched across his eyes and tied at the back of his 
head. 


With mixed emotions -- excitement and trepidation both 
high on the list -- Cody strode through a well-lit foyer and 
handed off the trench coat he’d worn over his outfit to a 
smokin’ hot coat-check clerk. The man sported a head full of 
ebony dreadlocks and wore nothing but a tiny tiger-print 
loincloth across his lean hips. He whistled while he looked 
Cody up and down. “Very nice.” 


“Thank you,” Cody said, preening a little as he accepted his 
coat ticket and walked on by. He knew he looked good in the 
black latex bootie shorts and matching vest, but it was 
always nice to have it confirmed by someone else. He loved 
the shining silver zipper that ran down the front of his 
Shorts, allowing him easy access to his package if he felt the 
need to get naughty in a hurry. The soft leather vest hugged 
his chest like a second layer of skin and was held closed by 
three silver snaps. The black patent leather boots he’d 
purchased that morning were a nice touch; the platform 
soles gave him two extra inches of height while the upper 8 
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portion laced up the front and clung to his calves. The boots 
stopped just short of his knees and left plenty of skin on 
display. The overall effect left him feeling half-naked and 
loving it. 


It seemed like all eyes were on him as he entered the main 
room. Men were packed into the club like sardines, walls of 
naked flesh as far as the eye could see. Pulsing techno 
music poured from invisible speakers, overwhelming Cody’s 
sense of hearing. 


There was so much to look at that Cody didn’t know what to 
concentrate on first. 


People were all around him, a sea of face paint and leather. 
There were young men, old men, and every age in between 
strutting their wares for all to see. Some of the costumes 
were outlandish -- yellow, feathered chicken outfits and one 
sad purple grape. Men dressed in drag, with sequined 
dresses and fancy wigs. Others were more intriguing, like 
the leather daddies and their boys. While there were some 
men decked out to the nines in tuxedos, others chose to 
bare as much skin as possible without being naked. One 
such man leered at Cody as he walked by, the dingy 
jockstrap obviously well worn. 


Cody rolled his eyes, not even tempted to follow someone 
with such questionable hygiene, and turned his attention to 
the club itself. Instead of the garish orange and black one 
would expect to find in honor of the holiday, the club was 
decorated in black and white. 


Male go-go dancers shook their stuff atop white pillars 
strategically set around the room, their costumes little more 
than black jockstraps and boots. White curtains draped the 
outside of black leather booths on either side of the huge 
dance floor. A double staircase at opposite ends of the room 
led to the second floor, which was pitch-black and evidently 
off limits, judging from the white rope blocking the 
entrances. From rumor alone, Cody knew that was where 


the real action went down. People whispered of erotic acts 
that dissolved into orgies of epic proportions. 


As he stood gaping at the scenery, Cody spotted a man 
dressed as a dark angel at the back of the room. Revolving 
white light spilled from the Dj’s booth and backlit his heavy 
musculature and a wild plumage of ebony wings. A mask, 
much like Cody’s own, hid the upper half of the man’s face, 
making his aquiline nose and full lips more prominent. The 
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black leather harness that crisscrossed his wide chest and 
leather pants left little to the imagination and sent Cody’s 
blood racing south. 


Christ, that guy is hot. He stared, his heart pounding. His 
dick, trapped at an uncomfortable angle, throbbed against 
the inner lining of his latex shorts. 


Cody couldn’t wait to meet men and throw himself out into 
social scene. The club practically pulsed with life and 
vitality, and he wanted a little of that to rub off on him. 


Maybe he'd walk away with some new friends, or even a 
potential boyfriend or two. 


He bounced, excited for the festivities to begin. Tonight was 
going to be the best night of his life. He just knew it. 


* OOK OOK OK OX 


Dante Santiago turned away from the DJ, having just 
reamed him a new asshole because the jerk was deviating 
from the approved play list, and found himself staring at an 
angel. Okay, so not really an angel per se, since the boy was 


dressed in shining black latex, but he was heavenly 
nonetheless. Just the kind of dirty little angel Dante 
preferred. He hadn’t dressed himself up as a fallen angel for 
nothing. He’d already warned Reno, his assistant manager, 
that the club was going to be turned over into his capable 
hands at the stroke of midnight. For once, Dante wasn’t 
going to cave in and let everyone else play while he 
watched from the sidelines. Tonight, he was going to get laid 
in spectacular fashion, and he was pretty damn sure he'd 
just spotted the perfect guy to take care of his needs. 


Dante watched the younger man stop just inside the main 
room and glance around. He looked as well, trying to gauge 
what a newcomer would see when they first entered the 
Club. 


The interior was dim; the flashing white lights lent a 
psychedelic quality to the atmosphere. 


Would someone so young see the black and white 
decorations he’d chosen as classic or outdated? 


Dragging his gaze away from the décor, Dante returned his 
attention to the young man who now seemed to be staring 
in his direction. He didn’t know if the boy was actually 10 
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looking at him or not, but he flexed his muscles just in case. 
He worked hard for every bit of definition on his six-feet 
frame, lifting weights every chance he got, and he was 
damn proud of them. It was hard to tell from across the 
room, but he thought he saw the boy lick his lips. 


Was he even looking at Dante? 


Dante liked what he saw, from the top of the other man’s 
spiky blond hair all the way down to the thick-soled shit 


kickers and everything in between. Although the boy 
couldn’t have been more than five-five, he worked well with 
what he had. His muscles were toned and fit, without being 
bulky. His biceps and thighs were corded with lean sinew, 
the golden skin tone a sharp contrast with the dark, shiny 
material of his outfit. Judging from the guy’s looks and the 
way he moved with an innate, fluid grace, the boy either 
swam or ran to stay in shape. 


The thought instantly brought to mind an image of what the 
boy would look like wet and with a mouth full of cock. Dante 
groaned and adjusted himself, trying to make a little extra 
room for his expanding cock. 


Christ, he was getting desperate if some guy was making 
him moan from nothing more than a glance. 


He needed to quit spending all his time working and relax 
more. It had been way too long since he’d let go and had a 
little fun instead of obsessing over every minor detail of The 
Casbah. It would have been easier to be employed by a 
stranger. Then he wouldn’t have the overwhelming drive to 
work himself into an early grave to make sure the club 
stayed hopping and his buddy remained the rich, pompous 
asshole he’d become in midlife. 


Not that he meant that in a bad way, but Beaumont 
Bradbury certainly wasn’t the same man he'd known in 
college. Dante’s tastes had remained simple, while Beau ran 
more toward cognac and cigars rather than the beer and 
weed they’d favored in their younger days. 


Although they remained friends, they weren’t as close as 

they once were. They talked occasionally, more business 

related than personal, and they still got together every so 
often for a poker game, but that was about it. It was a 


Shame they’d grown apart, but Dante figured Reckless 
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it happened to the best of people. Thev'd grown up and 
moved on, leaving behind the trappings of their misspent 
vouth. 


Thinking about Beau brought Codv to mind. Codv was 
Beau's nephew; a spoiled little shit who liked to strut around 
in front of Dante half-naked on the rare occasions when he 
visited for something other than poker. The kid was hot, but 
he was barelv legal and wav too green for Dante's tastes. 
He had no interest in initiating a virgin in the ways of man- 
to-man sex. 


Actuallv, now that he thought about it, the guv he was 
practicallv drooling over kind of reminded him of Beau's 
brattv little nephew. Thev shared a similar build and 
coloring. 


There was oniv one verv important difference: experience. 
An untried virgin would never come alone to The Casbah. It 
would be like dangling fresh meat in front of a crowd of 
starving tigers. And Dante was definitely hungry for a taste 
of the sweet meat he was looking at. 


Unfortunately, before he could play, he needed to speak to 
Reno to make sure everything was under control. Then the 
night, and the man he was Salivating over, would be his. 
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Chapter Three 


By the time Dante located Reno and took care of a few last 
minute snafus, his pretty boy was nowhere in sight. Dante 
prowled through the crowd, searching for the alluring young 
man who caught his attention earlier. Several times, he was 
stopped by friends and acquaintances, complimented on the 
club’s bash, and even propositioned by a few men he’d 
already had the pleasure of screwing. He turned them all 
down with a smile. His dick wasn’t interested. He yearned 
for someone new, someone...exciting. He wanted the blond 
he saw earlier; now that he’d made up his mind, no one else 
would do. 


After circling the club twice, Dante figured he’d missed his 
chance. Disgusted at his luck, he pushed his way through 
the crush of bodies jostling for a spot at the bar. As he 
waved at Max, the bartender who'd been at the club nearly 
as long as Dante had, he caught a glimpse of something out 
of the corner of his eye. He turned for a better look and 
spotted the boy he’d been searching for. 


At first, it appeared as if the guy was right where he wanted 
to be. Upon closer inspection, Dante realized just who had 
the boy cornered in the narrow spot where the bar met the 
wall. He shoved past one body after another with no thought 
of anything other than rescuing the boy from Roscoe 
Jenkins. The only reason Dante hadn't cancelled his 
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membership years ago was because Roscoe owned the local 
company that supplied the club’s liquor. Pissing the man off 


meant having to find a new distributor, which would most 
likely cut into the club’s profit margin. 


Dante tried to keep that in mind as he grabbed the collar of 
the man’s seedy black tuxedo coat and yanked him 
backward. 


Without turning around to see who was manhandling him, 
Roscoe kept his grip tight on the boy’s arm and swung out 
wildly with his free arm. “Hey, man,” he slurred, the scent of 
beer wafting off his body as if he’d bathed in it. “This slut’s 
mine. Get yer own.” 


Dante’s fists bunched of their own volition. He gritted his 
teeth and reminded himself that the club needed this man’s 
business. “Roscoe, buddy, you’re barking up the wrong tree 
with this one. Pretty Boy here is mine.” He looked over 
Roscoe’s shoulder and met the wild blue eyes of the young 
man. “Aren’t you, honey?” 


“Yeah.” Pretty Boy nodded his head up and down like a 
bobblehead. “I’m with him.” 


“Whatever.” Roscoe released the hold he had on the boy’s 
biceps, whirled around and shoved by Dante, bumping into 
his shoulder as he passed. “There’s plenty more ass where 
this one came from.” 


Dante exhaled in frustration. They were going to have to do 
something about Roscoe. 


He couldn’t keep coming to the club and making an ass of 
himself. 


Something tugged on one of his belt loops, and Dante 
Snapped to attention, gazing at the boy who stood beside 


him. The eyes behind the mask were such a light shade of 
blue they looked like melted ice. 


“Thanks for stepping in. That asshole wouldn’t take no for 
an answer. | probably could have taken care of him myself, 
but | didn’t want to cause a scene and wind up getting 
kicked out before I’ve had my fun, you know?” 


Dante wanted to laugh at the boy’s attitude, but he decided 
to cut him some slack. 


“Sure. | can understand that.” He regarded the other man 
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twenty-one or so, since there wasn’t a glow-in-the-dark 
stamp on the back of his hand. 


Young but legal. “So, you want to have a little of that fun 
vou're so interested in?” 


The tip of the boy’s slick tongue appeared and skimmed his 
lower lip, making it glisten. 


“| could do that.” 
“Good. How about a drink?” 


“That'd be good. I'll take bottled water please.” He bent at 
the waist and pulled a wad of cash out of the top of his boot. 


Dante’s gaze traveled down the boy’s side to the full, firm 
mounds of his ass-cheeks tucked beneath the tight latex, 
then returned to the young man’s face as he stood up. 
Dante waved away the kid’s cash. “Keep your money. You 
hang tight right here, and l'Il get the drinks.” He took one 
more glance of the boy, trying to figure out why he was 
experiencing a mild case of déja vu, and then left him to get 


their drinks. He’d probably just picked up one too many 
similar twinks. They all seemed to have blond hair and blue 
eyes these days, even if the color was store bought for most 
of them. 


That has to be it. Maybe it’s time to change my type -- not 
tonight, but sometime in the near future. It was a sad thing 
when one conquest started blurring with the next. 


Dante found it telling that the boy was ready and willing to 
pay for water. If he’d been to The Casbah before he 
would’ve known the house provided water free of charge. 
Dante figured he must have been there courtesy of one of 
the guest passes members were given to encourage a 
healthy supply of young bottoms to frequent the club. 
Thanks to the exorbitant price of membership, their 
clientele had always been a little top heavy. 


Dante waved at the bartender and held up two fingers, 
confident Max would know to give him water. Dante never 
drank while he was in the club. He liked to keep his senses 
Sharp while he was there. The need to stay alert and ready 
at all times was one of the first things he’d learned. You had 
to expect the unexpected when dealing with horny, drunken 
men. 
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Sure enough, Max slid two tall bottles of water his way with 
a smile and a wink before turning to take someone else’s 
order. Dante grabbed them and headed back to his boy, 
who was waiting right where Dante had left him. He handed 
one of the cold bottles over to Pretty Boy, and then popped 
the cap off his own bottle. He turned the bottle up and took 


a long, refreshing drink, the icy liquid sliding down his 
throat. 


Out of his peripheral vision he watched Pretty Boy do the 
same, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed. Although 
the mask didn’t hide much -- it really only covered the 
bridge of the boy’s nose and encircled his eyes -- Dante’s 
fingers itched to pull it away. He resisted. 


The younger man’s identity wasn’t important. As long as 
precautions were taken, anonymous sex was fine with him. 
It was downright the norm, truth be told. He didn’t need to 
Strip the boy bare and learn all his secrets. A ridiculous 
impulse when all he really wanted to do was get off. 


Dante waved his now empty bottle toward the dance floor. 
“What do you say to a dance, Pretty Boy? Want to show me 
what you’ve got?” 


“Hell, yeah.” The younger man pitched his water bottle 
toward the garbage can at the end of the bar. “Let’s go 
Shake our stuff.” 


Shake their stuff ? Dante shook his head, laughing, and 
followed that sexy ass out onto the dance floor. 


Ignoring the curious looks of the men around them, Dante 
moved to the music and let its rhythm carry him away. 
Pretty Boy mimicked his every move, never missing a step, 
no matter how fancy he got. The younger man took Dante’s 
moves, added his own little ass twist or pelvic thrust, and 
then threw them back at him. By the time the second fast 
song ended, sweat dripped down Dante’s brow and 
glistened on the younger man’s skin. A long, languid beat 
filled the air, replacing the last song with something more 
sultry -- music Dante had most assuredly not approved for 
the DJ. 
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At the moment, however, nothing could have been more 
perfect. 


Pretty Boy gravitated toward Dante without him having to 
say a word. It was as if they were working on the same 
wavelength. Dante tugged him closer, as near as two men 
could get without being naked, and wrapped his arms 
around the slender man’s waist. 


The sexy blond pressed his cheek against Dante’s 
breastbone and swayed to the music. 


“This is nice.” 


“Mm hmm,” Dante murmured, breathing in the fruity scent 
of whatever shampoo the kid had used and the hint of 
sweat clinging to his hair. “You smell good.” 


“Yeah? So do you.” Pretty Boy nuzzled the bare skin of 
Dante’s chest between the leather straps. “So do you.” 


Something wet and hot as a sauna surrounded Dante’s left 
nipple. Through a force of will he kept them moving while 
the boy nursed on his tit, his plump lips pulling the small bit 
of flesh into his mouth. 


The addition of teeth lightly scraping over Dante’s nipple 
threw more fuel on the rising fire of his libido. He grabbed 
the back of the blond’s head and held him close. The heat 
around his nipple felt so fucking good. “Oh, hell yeah.” 


“You taste better than you smell.” Pretty Boy popped off one 
nipple, rained hot kisses down Dante’s chest along the 
inside barrier of the leather harness, and then attacked the 
other nipple with hot little flicks of his tongue. “You don’t 


mind, do you? | like the way your skin feels under my 
tongue.” 


“Fuck, it feels good. Help yourself to whatever you want.” As 
if I’m going to complain. 


The boy can drop to his knees and blow me right here, and | 
wouldn’t stop him. 


Dante ran his hands down Pretty Boy’s back, urging him 
closer. He let his fingers walk over the heated latex until the 
tips encountered the gentle swell of firm ass cheeks. Unable 
to resist, Dante gripped the other man’s ass in both hands 
and gave his cheeks a squeeze, testing the slick material 
and the hard flesh beneath. He wanted to run his palms 
inside the shorts, Reckless Seduction 
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grab a handful of each cheek, then separate them and run 
his fingers down what he imagined would be an ultra-hot 
trail of silken skin. Alas, the tiny shorts were much too tight 
for that. 


He could barely get a fingertip beneath the snug material. 


Settling for what he could get, he gave Pretty Boy’s cheeks 
another squeeze. The younger man moaned and rocked his 
hips forward, smashing his groin against Dante. The hard 
ridge of an erection was evident against Dante’s upper 
thigh. The boy wanted Dante just as much as Dante wanted 
him. 


The time for foreplay was over. 


Dante bent and slanted his mouth over Pretty Boy’s. The 
blond gasped, and the sound vibrating around Dante’s 


tongue as he thrust it into the warm cavern of the younger 
man’s mouth. Dante twirled his tongue over and around the 
boy’s, coaxing him to play. Pretty Boy didn’t disappoint. 
After a brief second of what felt like indecision, the stiff 
muscles under Dante’s hands loosened. Pretty Boy gave 
back everything he was receiving, plus some. 


Soft hands clung to Dante’s shoulders as his mouth was 
assaulted with a bravado that surprised him. The boy’s 
tongue twisted and rolled, the innocent act from before cast 
aside. 


He explored every inch of Dante’s mouth with the vim and 
vigor of youth and ground his hard cock into Dante’s hip. 


Oh, to be twenty-one again. 


Dante, however, was well beyond thirty and could only take 
so much teasing. He started walking them backward, 
ignoring the awkward shuffle he was forced into if he 
wanted to keep their lips connected, and led Pretty Boy 
toward one of the guest booths he'd reserved on the off 
chance he would need it. Otherwise, they would’ve been 
shit out of luck. 


It paid to plan ahead. 


He turned them around, backed the younger man against 
the partition between the booths, and reluctantly pulled 
away from the boy’s tempting lips. For someone so young, 
he could certainly kiss. It made Dante wonder what else he 
could do with his mouth. 
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Pretty blue eyes blinked up at Dante. “Hmm...what’s 
wrong?” 


“Nothing, pretty. | just thought you might be interested in 
something a little more...private.” Dante reached over and 
pulled the ties off of one side of the privacy drapes, letting 
the gauzy white curtains fall closed. 


“Oh, yeah.” Pretty Boy’s chest quickly rose and fell, pushing 
the tight vest to its limits. 


“Definitely.” 


“Get in.” Dante loosened the ties on the opposite side and 
Slid in. He kept moving closer until he was flush against 
Pretty Boy. The younger man’s gaze was lowered, his 
attention seemingly on Dante’s chest. 


Dante knew he had amazing pecs and abs, but he didn’t 
think they were that interesting. He tilted the boy’s chin up. 
“Hey, you okay?” 


A flush crawled up Pretty Boy’s neck and stained his cheeks 
underneath the mask. “I’m fine.” 


“Good,” Dante said, tugging on the guy’s arm. “Come over 
here.” 


The pale pink grew darker as the younger man scrambled to 
crawl over onto Dante's lap and straddle his thighs. “Like 
this?” 


“Oh, yeah. Just like that, pretty.” Dante found the blush 
endearing. So much so that he wondered if the guy could do 
it on command. It would be downright precious to see a 
blush staining that innocent-looking face while the boy was 
going down on him. 


Dante grabbed Pretty Boy by the scruff of his neck and 
jerked him forward, slamming their lips together. The boy’s 


lips parted on a moan, allowing Dante to take up right 
where they left off. 
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Chapter Four 


Cody could not believe what was happening. 


Never in his wildest imaginings had he ever thought he’d be 
staring eye to eye with the thick length of Dante Santiago’s 
cock. It was like his life had suddenly morphed into some 
kind of dirty story in Freshmen magazine. 


One minute, he was sitting on Dante’s lap and they were 
kissing. And man, he could definitely kiss -- the swirly thing 
he did with his tongue was amazing. In the next moment, 
Dante’s big beefy hands were pushing at Cody’s shoulders 
and urging him down onto the floor. 


He went willingly and squatted between Dante’s legs, where 
he watched Dante work open his pants and pull out the 
biggest cock Cody had ever seen outside of a porno. 


Cody gaped, his mouth watering as Dante lifted his hips and 
pushed the tight leather pants over his ass and halfway 
down athletic thighs covered in sparse, dark brown hair. His 
gaze was drawn from the flushed, plum-colored head, down 
the thick shaft covered in pulsing blue veins. Beneath the 
proud arc of the shaft, plump, hair-covered balls hung loose 
between Dante’s thighs. The wreath of dark curls around 
Dante’s package looked soft and springy. Without thought, 
Cody reached out and traced the heavy blue vein running 
down 20 Amanda Young 


the underside of Dante’s cock. The silky flesh twitched, 
throbbing with life and vitality. Out of the very few cocks 
Cody had seen, both in person and in movies, Dante’s was 
by far the most attractive -- or maybe it was just the man it 
was attached to that swayed his opinion. 


From his bald head down to the tips of his boots, Dante was 
Cody’s idea of sex on a Stick. 


Cody loved the confident aura the older man exuded and 
the proud way he carried himself. 


There wasn’t anyone else he’d rather explore his sexuality 
with, given the chance. 


“That’s it, Pretty Boy. Touch me.” 


The rough quality of Dante’s voice spurred Cody to tear his 
attention away from Dante's dick. He cupped Dante's balls 
in the palm of his hand and looked up, over the rising 
expanse of Dante’s chest to the man’s face. The mask 
Dante wore hid part of his masculine nose and the black 
wings of his eyebrows, but it couldn’t disguise the deep 
brown of his eyes, or the way they seemed to follow Cody’s 
every move. 


Dante’s gaze rose and locked with Cody’s. A long, pregnant 
moment passed between them. All the things he wanted to 
do with Dante flittered through his mind in graphic detail. 


He could happily spend the rest of the night exploring 
Dante’s body, touching and tasting every inch of his 
caramel skin. 


Cody’s body screamed for action, but he didn’t want to look 
away and break their tenuous connection. In the end, he 
didn’t have to. Dante was the first to look away. His gaze 
dropped to his groin, where Cody’s hand still cupped his sac. 
“Are you planning to do something with that hand?” 


Cody grinned. “Oh, yeah.” 


Dante’s steady gaze lowered to where Cody held his balls. 
“l'm waiting.” 


A rush of longing swept through Cody. He wanted to please 
Dante; even more, he wanted to knock the cocky man down 
a peg or two and make him beg for relief only Cody could 
provide. 
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With that thought in mind, Cody reluctantly let go of Dante’s 
balls. He made better use of his hands by laying them on 
the abs he’d so admired. The deeply tanned color of Dante’s 
flesh appealed to Cody; it was so very different from his own 
pale complexion. Dante’s skin was hot and smooth 
underneath Cody’s fingers as he worked his way lower, 
following the dark, narrow trail of hair beneath Dante’s 
navel that led all the way down to the curls at his groin. 
Cody bypassed Dante’s cock and rubbed the inside of the 
man’s thighs, marveling at the baby-fine skin in the groove 
between thigh and torso. 


Unable to resist, he bent and licked the smooth patch of 
flesh from top to bottom. With his mouth hovering so close 
to Dante’s balls, Cody decided to help himself to a taste. He 
held Dante’s thigh to keep himself steady and ducked down 
to lave the rounded curve of the loose sac, inhaling the ripe 
scent of male musk. The delicate skin wrinkled and 
tightened beneath his tongue, hugging the firm orbs within. 
Cody mouthed each egg in turn, gently flicking his tongue 
over one and then the other. 


Dante wiggled, scooting his ass further down the edge of 
the booth. He grabbed Cody’s hand where it rested on his 
leg and led it to his hard cock. “Quit teasing.” He wrapped 


Cody’s fingers around the base and then loosely covered it 
with his own hand. “Stroke me.” 


Cody squeezed, testing the firm resilience of Dante’s thick 
rod. His fingers barely fit around the thick girth as he slowly 
glided his palm up and down Dante's shaft. He liked the way 
Dante helped guide his hand but didn’t force him to move 
faster. 


“That’s it.” Dante rolled his hips and nudged his cock 
through Cody’s fist. “Just a little harder.” 


Cody tightened his grip. He watched the flared tip of Dante’s 
cock appear and disappear through the closed tunnel of his 
fingers. His mouth watered for a taste. The wide crown was 
flushed purple with need, and leaking, glistening in the low 
light. 


A handjob would work, but it wasn’t the best he could do. 
Striving for something better was going to be his pleasure 
as much as it was Dante’s. 


22 Amanda Young 


Cody leaned forward and swiped his tongue over the fat 
knob of Dante’s cock. The tang of salt and man exploded 
over his taste buds as he moved lower, tonguing the groove 
beneath the head before he took more of Dante's thick shaft 
into his mouth. 


A surprising amount of heat radiated from Dante's big, 
strong body. Just being near him made Cody sweat. Then 
again, it could have been nerves that caused perspiration to 
bloom under his arms and along the inner lining of his vest. 


Dante’s prick twitched and he made a noise partway 
between a growl and a purr. “Oh, yeah. That’s good, boy. 


Suck my dick.” 


“Mm hmm,” Cody replied around Dante’s meat, unwilling to 
let go long enough to tell Dante he was trying. Dante tasted 
so good and felt better. Cody loved the wet glide of Dante’s 
heavy prick sliding over his tongue. 


He bobbed his head up and down, his lips stretched wide 
around Dante’s girth. He took a little more with each pass, 
using his fingers to massage what he couldn’t reach with his 
mouth. He had no hope of swallowing it all -- he didn’t have 
enough practice, and Dante’s cock was just so big. That 
wasn’t going to deter him from working with what he could 
until Dante filled his mouth with cum. 


He dipped his tongue into the slit every time he reached the 
tip, searching for more of Dante’s distinct zest. He couldn’t 
get enough of the flavor, or the way Dante shuddered every 
time he did it. 


Cody licked and sucked, hoping to draw out the pleasure. 
The last thing he wanted to do was make Dante come too 
soon. Things were progressing so fast; Cody didn’t know 
whether to put the brakes on everything so he could take 
his time and enjoy what he was doing, or just give up and 
come in his pants. It was a close call, but he decided to roll 
with the flow -- even if it meant sucking Dante off where 
anyone could see them. The thin drapes gave the illusion of 
privacy, but up close they were almost see-through. 
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The thought of being watched bothered him. Conversely, it 
also turned him on. 


Apparently he had a few kinks. What else would he find out 
about himself before the night was over? 


Cody felt Dante’s avid gaze like a touch. The fervent 
attention thrilled him and turned him on more than he 
thought possible. His own cock was trapped in his shorts 
and aching, but it would have to wait. All his attention was 
focused on the task at hand. He wasn’t naive enough to 
believe Dante was going to fall for him just because he gave 
good head but, if nothing else, he wanted this night to be 
one the other man would never forget. Long after Dante had 
moved on to the next guy in a never-ending string of lovers, 
Cody wanted Dante to remember the way it felt to have his 
cock worshipped by someone who truly wanted him. 


Dante's fingers speared into Cody’s hair. “Christ...l’m close.” 


Oh, yeah, Cody thought. Do it. Come in my mouth, big boy. 
Cody pressed his lips tighter against Dante’s shaft and 
sucked harder, saliva dripping from the corners of his 
mouth. He bobbed his head faster, picking up speed as he 
worked Dante’s meat with every ounce of skill and energy 
he possessed, ignoring the discomfort of his aching jaw and 
the moisture dribbling down his chin. 


Dante’s cock swelled. A heavy vein pulsed underneath his 
tongue. Cody knew Dante was ready to blow. He needed just 
a little more to send him over the edge. 


Cody covered his teeth with his lips and dragged them over 
the flared ring around Dante’s cockhead, adding extra 
pressure. The wide crown popped back into his mouth, and 
he greeted it with the tip of his tongue, prodding the slit ina 
rapid back and forth motion. 


Dante jerked. His head dropped onto the back of the booth 
as his hips rocked upward. 


'Fuck...ves...coming.' 


The hand in Cody’s hair tightened to the point of pain, 
snagging on the mask tied behind his head as saltv cream 
overfilled his mouth. Cool air bathed the feverish skin once 
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hidden under his mask. He blinked up at Dante, fervently 
trying to swallow the abundant load. 


Dante lifted his head, his eyelids droopy. “God, that was --” 
His words dried up as his eyes widened. He jerked away 
from Cody, pulling his still-oozing cock from Cody’s mouth. 


“Cody? What the hell?” 


Still on his knees, Cody straightened his back and stared up 
at Dante. Nervous butterflies gnawed at his stomach. 
“What’s wrong, Dante? Did you not want me to swallow? 


Don't worry, | trust you.” 


His comment seemed to make Dante withdraw even more. 
He shoved his wet dick back into his pants and tied up the 
leather thongs that held them closed. 


“l...) have to go.” Dante stood and brushed by Cody, almost 
knocking him on his ass as he hustled to get away. 


“Wait, Dante. Where are you going?” Cody steadied himself 
by laying a hand on the leather booth, still warm from 
Dante’s body heat. He didn’t expect words of love and 
devotion, but he’d at least expected the older man to return 
the favor. He was in pain, for fuck’s sake. His cock had never 
been so damn hard. 


Dante looked back at Cody, the horror on his face as clear 
as if it had been written across his shiny forehead with 
neon-colored marker. “I...” He moved his head from side to 
side in what looked like an unconscious gesture. “Just away. 
I'm sorry, but this never should have happened.” 


Cody watched Dante walk away, confused about what had 
just happened. What had he done wrong? 


The truth slowly dawned on Cody, leaving him shaken and 
disgusted with both himself and Dante. Small details he’d 
let go -- like the way Dante kept referring to him as Pretty 
Boy or some other generic nickname -- took on new 
meaning. 
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It wasn’t until after his mask fell off that Dante reacted so 
badly. Dante obviously hadn’t known who was sucking his 
cock. 


Cody’s pride took a nosedive. 


How could a dream come true morph into a nightmare so 
fast? 
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Chapter Five 


A week had passed since Halloween night. For seven long 
and listless days Dante had kept to himself and tried to 
purge his memory of the mistake he’d made with Cody. Yet, 
he could still feel the ghostly touch of his young would-be 
lover’s lips wrapped around him as he climbed the steps to 
Beaumont's front door. 


Dante called himself ten kinds of a fool as he rang the 
doorbell. He should have staved home instead of daring to 
come to Beau's monthiv poker game, but he refused to hide 
out like some pussy. If Beau wanted to swing at him for what 
he’d done with his nephew, then the least he could do was 
show up and let his old friend take the shot. Although he 
doubted Cody would've said anything to his uncle about 
what had happened between them, there were eyes and 
ears all over the club. He was still trying to figure out how 
Cody had gained access. Eighteen and over were allowed 
inside, their hands stamped so they wouldn’t be served 
alcohol at the bar, but all the employees knew better than 
to let in the boss’s nephew. 


Dante wanted to blame the new doorman. There had been 
several on-duty that night, and no one remembered letting 
the boy in -- or so they claimed. 


An image of Cody on his knees with Dante's dick stretching 
his pretty mouth wide flashed through his mind. He could 
still picture the boy so clearly: his pink lips swollen and 
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ripe, the sun-kissed blond hair mussed from Dante's fingers. 
A hunger for all the sexual knowledge Dante could provide 
shined from eyes the color of the clearest sky, making Cody 
look innocent and yet lustful at the same time, an angel 
ready and willing to be debauched. 


Dante groaned. He’d been haunted by the look and feel of 
Cody touching him for the last week. He couldn’t get the 
boy off his mind. Not even sleep had given him an escape. 
His dreams were plagued by the inferno of Cody’s sweet 
mouth drinking his spunk. 


Worse than the guilty, erotic dreams was the recollection of 
Cody’s expression when Dante ran out on him. The hurt and 
confusion evident on Cody’s face made Dante feel like a 
slug. He’d been so shocked and speechless that he hadn’t 
handled things well. He wished he could have a do-over but 
after a week of thinking of little else, he still wasn’t sure 
what he would have done differently. The honest approach 
would’ve only hurt Cody’s feelings more. 


How did you explain that you’re sexually attracted to 
someone but didn’t want to be with them ? He didn’t 
understand it either. 


The sound of the opening door jarred him out of his 
thoughts. A smiling Beaumont appeared over the threshold. 
“Hey, buddy. What took you so long? The other guys are 
already here and ready to lose some money. Just try and 
Save some for me, huh?” 


Dante returned Beau’s smile, his cheeks feeling tight as 
they stretched. “I might be able to do that. Not that you 
need the extra cash, Mister Moneybags.” 


Beau laughed. “I’m not the only one with plenty of money to 
burn these days. You forget that I’m the one who signs your 


checks.” He pulled the door wide and held it open in 
invitation. “Come on in, pal. Let’s get this game rolling.” 


Dante walked ahead of Beau, guilt gnawing at him. He made 
a beeline toward the den, where Beau normally set up the 
poker table, and the other guys who were waiting. He was 
thankful everyone had shown up this week, since he didn’t 
think he could stand being alone with Beau right that 
moment. The man had a canny way of being able to tell 
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something was bothering Dante, and he didn’t want to 
answer any questions about his preoccupation. 


Steve, Rick, and Joseph -- all men Dante and Beau had met 
through the club for one reason or another over the years -- 
were all waiting in the den, munching down on chips and 
talking quietly when Dante stepped into the room. 


Rick flipped a corn chip at Dante as he took the seat beside 
him. ''Bout time you got here, man. We were starting to 
think we were going to be a man short.” 


“Well,” Dante said, grabbing a hand full of chips out the 
bowl. “I’m here now. Let the festivities begin.” 


Beau sat across the table, picked up the deck of cards and 
then did some kind of fancy shuffling Dante wouldn’t have 
been able to manage. “So, what’s everyone been up to 
lately? 


I’ve been swamped with work, but my new assistant is 
working out well.” 


'l bet,” Steve said around a mouthful of chips, his chipmunk 
cheeks stuffed full. “A cute little thing like him? I’m sure he 
works out well stretched across your big ol’ desk.” 


Beau winked and started dealing cards. “A gentleman never 
tells.” 


Rick gasped in mock horror. “A gentleman? Where?” He 
burst out laughing at his own joke. 


Dante peeked at his cards then got up to make himself a 
drink at the small wet bar set up near the back of the room. 
He downed a few fingers of neat whiskey and refilled his 
glass before walking back over to the table. 


It was going to be long night. 


* OK OOK OK OX 


Cody lay on his back and blindly stared up at the ceiling of 
his dorm room, his plans for the night circling in his head. 
He’d done nothing for the last week but think of the 
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Saturday night and Dante. If he thought about it hard 
enough, he could almost imagine the taste of Dante’s salty 
essence swimming on his tongue. 


While he’d been pissed off at first, Cody had come to realize 
that things weren't as bad as they seemed. Dante had 
wanted him -- he was sure of it. With their identities hidden 
behind the masks, Dante hadn’t been able to get enough of 
him. The way he’d squirmed and pumped his hot load into 
Cody’s mouth had screamed that louder than any words. It 
wasn’t until Dante had accidentally knocked off Cody’s mask 
that he’d freaked out. The chemistry Cody had always felt 
with the other man was there, and reciprocated. 


Cody was sure the problem wasn’t physical. It was common 
knowledge that Dante slept around. In fact, as far as Cody 
knew, Dante had never committed to anyone for longer 
than it took to get his rocks off. So it came as no surprise 
that the older man wasn’t looking for a relationship. Cody 
hadn’t expected a marriage proposal just because he gave 
good head, although a little consideration for his own needs 
would have been nice. Was it possible Dante thought Cody 
was looking for a daddy? Nothing could be farther from the 
truth. 


While it was true he was attracted to older men, he wasn’t 
looking for someone to take care of him. 


Although he was young, he knew who he was and where he 
was going. He knew precisely what he wanted out of life. He 
planned to graduate and work as a youth counselor. 


It wasn’t a lucrative job or something that would make his 
name well-known like his uncle’s, but it was what he wanted 
to do. He needed for his life to make a difference, and the 
best way he could think of doing that was to help children in 
need -- like the little boy he’d been after his parents were 
killed. He’d been lucky; he’d had an uncle who was willing to 
take him in and love him. He knew not every child was so 
fortunate. 


A key rattled in the door and it creaked open. “Hey, Cody, 
I’m back. Miss me?” 


“Oh, yeah. With my every waking breath, asshole.” Cody sat 
up and took in his roommate’s beefy muscles. Oddly 
enough, the eye candy of Josh in a tiny pair of yellow bicycle 
shorts and covered with enough sweat to make his 
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his groin in the slightest. Even the firsthand knowledge of 
the behemoth dick beneath Josh’s shorts did nothing for 
him. 


Josh laughed, threw his duffle bag down in the general 
vicinity of the closet, and flopped back on the twin bed 
across from Cody’s. “Man, that workout kicked my ass. | 
think I’m just going to stay in and crash. What about you? 
You got plans for the night, buddy?” 


“Yeah,” Cody said glancing at the alarm clock radio on the 
nightstand by his bed. It was only a little after one a.m., but 
probably late enough for what he’d planned. The poker 
game at his uncle’s would be over by now, the other men 
long gone. If things had gone as usual, Dante would’ve 
chosen to spend the night rather than drive home after he’d 
been drinking. 


He’d been doing it for years, so much so that Beaumont 
never failed to have a guest room aired out for Dante just in 
case. 


Cody hoped their little tryst from the weekend before hadn’t 
put a crimp in things. 


That would royally fuck up his plan. Sneaking into Dante’s 
bed was a little reckless, but he wasn’t sure what else to do. 
He couldn’t go back to the club, and he wasn’t even aware 
of where Dante lived, much less how to get through the 
front door when Dante was probably going to be reluctant to 
hear him out. 


“Oh,” Josh said, interrupting Cody’s thoughts. “That’s too 
bad. If we were both going to be in tonight I thought we 
could...um...you know.” Josh wiggled his eyebrows. 


Cody laughed as he got up. “Thanks, but l'Il have to pass. 
There’s someone else l want to you know with tonight.” 


“Oh, hey...no problem, dude. | understand if you’ve got 
some hot little chick waiting on ya.” 


“Yep, that’s it exactly.” Cody rolled his eyes, grabbed his 
keys off the nightstand and headed for the door. There was 
no sense in explaining he wasn’t interested in girls. He and 
Josh had fooled around a little, but the jock only claimed he 
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when his girl wouldn’t put out. Cody was more comfortable 
letting his roomy think the same thing of him, rather than 
having the gay conversation. 


| don’t need the extra drama, Cody thought as he raced 
down the stairs and out into the chilly early November wind. 


The ride home flew by in a blur of bright lights from passing 
vehicles and his own inner turmoil. Before he was ready, he 
was Signaling right and pulling into the large circular 
driveway in front of his uncle’s house. He parked and turned 
off the lights, although he wasn’t quite ready to get out. He 
sat in the dark, his heart racing from all the nervous 
adrenaline flooding his system. 


Part of him was horrified at risking another rejection, but he 
felt like he had a better chance of getting Dante to listen to 
him on his own turf, somewhere he would be less apt to 
make a scene. Cody knew he’d have to be careful -- the last 
thing he needed was for his uncle to catch them ina 
delicate position. Even that horrific thought and the 
resulting shitstorm wasn’t enough to change his mind. He 


was willing to do whatever it took to prove he wanted 
Dante. 


Of course, Dante could very well kick him out of bed and 
refuse to speak to him. 


It was a chance Cody had to take if he wanted even the 
slimmest possibility of Dante being his first real lover. The 
potential humiliation was worth the risk. 


After several deep calming breaths, Cody got out of the car 
and entered the house. He was careful to be extra quiet as 
he turned off the alarm and headed up the stairs. The third 
step from the top squeaked as loud as a shotgun blast in the 
absolute quiet. He jumped and cast a furtive glance around, 
waiting for someone to pop out of the woodwork. Then felt 
like the stupid kid everyone accused him of being and swore 
under his breath. 


He was being ridiculous. Even if someone caught him in the 
house, it wasn’t as if he didn’t belong. He’d grown up there, 
had a bedroom where he was welcome whenever he didn’t 
feel like staying at the dormitory. Besides, everyone was 
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presence was easily explained. He’d just say his roommate 
was annoying him and he’d come home to crash. It was as 
simple as that. No big deal. It wouldn’t even be the first time 
Josh had annoyed him into coming home for a night or two. 
The jock was annoyingly chipper, and his rah-rah school 
spirit had gotten on Cody’s nerves more than once. 


Shit, | feel ridiculous creeping around the house like a cat 
burglar when all | want is a little dick. Scratch that -- poor 
choice of words. There is nothing little about the dick I’m 
after. Dante is hung and delicious, and | can’t wait to get my 
lips around his thick meat. 


Nevertheless, this had to be the dumbest idea I’ve ever had. 
Dante is going to wake up screaming and kick my ass. 


God, why can’t I just se 
S 
ttle for Josh’ cock? He would pop my cherry in a heartbeat. 


Cody continued up the stairs, resolved to follow through 
with his plan. For once, he was praying a man would think 
with his dick instead of his brain. He knew Dante wanted to 
fuck him. He just had to convince him to go through with it. 
If Cody couldn’t manage that, maybe he was meant to lose 
his cherry to some dumbass frat boy who would probably 
come the second he got it in and ruin the whole experience. 
It would serve him right for being such a tool. 


He bypassed his uncle’s room, barely breathing, and didn’t 
inhale until he’d stopped in front of the door to the guest 
room Dante usually slept in. He inhaled, staring at the 
woodwork as if it were going to wake up and bite him the 
second he touched it. 


There’s still time to turn back. It isn’t too late. 


Cody turned the doorknob and slipped into the dark room. 
Dim light peeked through the window and cast a plethora of 
shadows over the bed, where Dante lay sleeping. 


As silently as possible, Cody toed off his sneakers and 
slipped out of his clothes. He collected the small bottle of 
lube and strip of condoms from his jeans pocket and then 
padded barefoot across the room. After setting his supplies 
on the nightstand, Cody lifted the covers Reckless Seduction 
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and slipped beneath them, watching Dante closely to see if 
he would awaken. Dante didn’t twitch or move a single 
muscle. He was out cold. 


Propping his head on the extra pillow, Cody studied Dante in 
repose. He marveled at how the tiny lines around his eyes 
and at the corners of his mouth smoothed out when he 
slept. The stubborn set of his jaw was relaxed. A fringe of 
midnight caressed the dark circles under Dante’s eyes. 


It might have been a fanciful thought, but Cody wondered if 
the bags under Dante’s eyes were because of him. Had 
Dante tossed and turned in his bed at night, thinking of 
Cody? 


Cody sure as hell hadn’t been able to sleep. He’d spent the 
last week dreaming of the stubborn, beautiful man who lay 
beside him unaware. He'd stripped his dick raw and drained 
his balls imagining all the different ways his night with 
Dante should have ended. He couldn’t help but wonder how 
this night would end. Either he would hit a homerun, or 
crawl back to his dorm room with his pride somewhere 
around his ankles. 


Only time would tell. 
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Chapter Six 


Dante was having the most delicious dream. He was lying 
naked on a fluffy white cloud, the pure blue sky above him, 
an angel’s sweet mouth and tongue working over his cock 
like it produced heavenly manna. He knew it was a dream 
because he'd never felt anything so blissful in his entire life. 
The suction around his cock was perfect: not too wet or too 
loose. The lips encircling his shaft seemed to know all the 
right places to rub with extra friction. He wanted to thrust 
into the angel’s mouth and spill his seed, but he wasn’t 
ready for the bone melting pleasure to end. If his spirit was 
willing, he planned to make pleasurable torment go on and 
on, for eternity. 


Something tugged at his consciousness, trying to pull him 
awake. He fought the urge, burying his face in the cover. His 
phantom lover sucked his dick harder, teeth scraping his 
Shaft. 


Wait...teeth? 


Through eyelids that felt like lead, Dante fought off the last 
vestiges of sleep and peered down at his body. He found 
something moving and jerking beneath the blanket and 
sheets. 


“What the --” Dante whipped the covers back and squinted 
in an attempt to make out what he was seeing. 
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Moonlight spilled from the window by the bed, washing 
Cody’s blond hair in gossamer threads of silver. The younger 
man’s head was bent over Dante’s groin, his eyes closed as 
he bobbed up and down. “Cody? What the fuck?” A wave of 
déja vu crashed over him, making his head spin. 


He opened his mouth to tell Cody to get off him and moaned 
instead. The swollen, sensitive head of his cock butted the 
back of Cody’s throat and broke through. Cody’s throat 
squeezed and compressed, wringing Dante’s orgasm from 
him against his will. There was no way to hold back the 
flood once the dam broke. He gave in and slumped back 
against the bed, spilling himself down Cody’s throat without 
a sound. 


Cody’s gaze lifted as Dante’s wet dick slipped from his 
mouth. “Hey.” 


Hey ? That’s all he got after waking up to a surprise blowjob. 
“Hey, yourself. You want to tell me what you’re doing down 
there?” Dante groaned at the ignorance of his question but, 
in his defense, his brain was still half-asleep. The only thing 
fully awake was his dick, and it was screaming for him to 
shut the hell up and let the kid get back to work. He may 
have already gotten off, but one time was rarely enough to 
satisfy him. 


“Um, I...” Cody blinked and licked his lips. “I was blowing 
you.” 


Dante swallowed a noise that would have embarrassed the 
hell out of him had it made it past his windpipe. Such dirty 
words should be banned from Cody’s sweet mouth before 
they gave some kinky old man -- namely me -- a fucking 
coronary. “I got that part. What I’d like to know is why? | 


don’t remember inviting you to join me when | came to bed. 
Hell, you weren’t even in the house earlier.” 


“Why am I blowing you?” Cody sat up on his knees, 
revealing the long length of his naked torso. “Well, because | 
want to.” He licked his lips. “You taste good.” 


“Uh huh,” Dante said, pulling himself up on his elbows to 
get a better look at Cody. 


While the boy had sucked him the weekend before, Dante 
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fill. His gaze crawled from the tip of Cody’s blond locks, 
down the smooth planes of his lightly muscled chest, to the 
jutting length of his slim prick. “And you’re naked 
because...?” 


Not that he was complaining about the view. 


Cody had a tight body, not an ounce of fat to be seen 
anywhere on his lean frame. His pecs were firm and lightly 
defined; his abs more so. What little hair Dante could see 
was only on Cody’s arms and legs, the rest of his skin 
smooth and supple. The tough sinew of his athletic thighs 
created a delicious frame for the slender dick and swollen 
balls. Although Dante knew he should send the boy away 
before things went any further, he had never been more 
tempted to throw caution to the wind and take what he 
wanted. 


“I’m naked because I’ve heard it's the best way to fuck.” 


Dante’s mouth dropped open. Smartass punk. “And what, 
you came here thinking | was game for sex because you 
gave me a little head last weekend? Did you forget the part 


where | found out it was you and almost had a heart 
attack?” 


“No.” Cody’s brow furrowed. “But that was shock. | get that 
you weren’t expecting me underneath the mask. All | know 
is that you wanted my body. | figured that would still hold 
true.” 


“You figured wrong, and you need to leave, Cody. We can’t 
keep doing this shit. It isn’t right.” Plus, Beau would kill him. 


“What isn’t right about it? You want me. | want you. Nothing 
could be more right.” 


“I never said | wanted you.” 


“Maybe you didn’t say as much with your mouth, but your 
body is talking for you just fine.” Cody cupped Dante’s balls 
and massaged them. 


Christ, that felt good. No one ever paid enough attention to 
his balls. No. No, he couldn’t do this with Cody. Fuck, what 
was wrong with him? He hadn’t been this controlled by his 
dick in years. “Quit that.” 


“Why? You like it.” 
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“I like a lot of things. It doesn’t mean they're good for me.” 


Cody’s fingers slid behind Dante’s balls and caressed the 
sensitive strip of skin beneath. 


'l can be good for you, if you let me.” 


Dante jerked away. “What part of ‘I don’t want you’ do you 
not understand?” 


“I think you do want me. After all, you let me blow you. 
Twice.” 


Dante ground his teeth. He quickly realized what he was 
doing and stopped. He didn’t need another lecture from his 
dentist about the damage he was causing. After far as 
Dante was concerned, paying for a new crown would be a 
hell of a lot cheaper than the loss of his sanity. However, he 
wouldn’t have to worry about either if he could just knock 
some sense into Cody’s pretty, little, blond head. “I didn’t 
‘let you’ do anything, Cody. | didn’t know who you were at 
the club. Tonight, you snuck into bed with me and sucked 
me off when I was half-asleep.” 


“You weren’t asleep for all of it.” 


No. He’d been kind of awake for the main event. 
“Smartass.” 


“That remains to be seen, don’t you think?” 
“Huh?” Dante felt like he was missing something. 


“| don’t know whether my ass is smart or not. Why don’t you 
fuck me and find out?” 


Dante’s balls drew up at just the thought of slamming his 
prick into Cody’s willing body. He counted to five and blew 
out a frustrated breath. “I think maybe you need to go back 
to your dorm and rethink things. Just because you got me 
off doesn’t make me your personal sex doll.” 


“No.” 


“What?” 

“| said no.” 

“Excuse me?” Am I not speaking English ? “No, what?” 
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“No, I’m not going back to my dorm room. At least, not until 
you give me what | want.” 


Dante didn’t know whether to turn the kid over his knee and 
bust his ass, or bend him over the bed and give him what he 
wanted. Either way, Cody would wind up fucked. 


He sat up and leaned back against the headboard, regarding 
Cody where he sat on his knees staring back at Dante. He 
had to give the boy credit; he had some major balls to show 
up and crawl into bed as if he belonged there. Dante was 
honest enough to admit that he would fuck Cody without a 
second thought if he weren’t Beau’s nephew. He didn’t 
normally go for neophytes, but he would have been willing 
to make an exception for someone as hot as Cody. 
Unfortunately, he liked his job too much to risk it for a piece 
of ass, even if the aforementioned ass promised to be hot 
and tight and squeeze him like a fist. 


Dante shook his head. “I’m flattered, really, but I’m going to 
have to pass.” 


'But...l...7 Cody’s shoulders turned inward. All the pomp 
he’d had a moment before dissolved. “Fuck. All right.” He 
hopped off the bed and bent to pick his clothes up off the 
floor. “Listen, I’m sorry for bothering you, but | hope we can 
keep this between you and me. 


| just wanted someone special to be my first, you know?” 


Dante sat forward, the sheet pooling around his lap. “You 
think I’m special?” 


Cody stood upright, a bundle of clothes clutched to his 
chest. “It isn’t nice to gloat.” 


Dante burst out laughing. He couldn’t help himself. Cody 
looked so cute, all affronted and snippy. “You don’t even 
know me.” 


“Of course | know you.” Cody scowled. “You must think I’m 
some kind of joke, but you don’t have to laugh at me. | get 
the point just fine, and I’m leaving.” 


“Hey, now...wait a minute.” Dante got up, chased Cody 
across the room and pushed the door shut before the boy 
made his escape. Dante didn’t know where Cody thought he 
was going to go while he was still butt-ass-naked anyway. “| 
never said | thought you were a joke.” 
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“You may as well have.” Cody faced the door, unmoving. 
“You know, it’s kind of hard for me to leave when your hand 
is on the door.” 


“Unless you’re planning to drive home naked, you might 
want to reconsider walking out of this room as you are.” 


Cody’s arms tightened around his clothing, his biceps 
flexing. “Could you move?” 


“Why?” Dante rather liked where he was standing, even if it 
was temptation incarnate. 


The firm mounds of Cody’s tight little ass were right in front 
of him, only scant inches away from his semi-hard cock. His 
fingers itched to squeeze the supple cheeks and test their 
resilience. He knew he should send Cody away before things 
went beyond the point of no return, but his dick had 
different ideas. It was growing firmer by the second and 
didn’t care one iota about the ten kinds of hell fucking Cody 
would cause his drama-free life. 


Cody moved his weight from one foot to the other. “How am 
| supposed to put on my clothes when you’re standing right 
on top of me? Don’t you think you're a little too close?” 


“You think I’m invading your personal space?” 
“Yas,” 


“And this is coming from someone who had my dick in his 
mouth a few minutes ago?” 


“That was then, and this is now.” 


“That was less than two minutes ago. Has so much changed 
in the last one hundred and twenty seconds?” 


“Yas,” 
“Like what?” 
“1...1 don’t know.” 


“So, vou're saying that if | told you to drop to your knees 
and finish what you started, you wouldn’t?” 


“No.” 
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“No, you wouldn’t suck me off, or no, you wouldn’t resist?” 


Cody twisted around and glared up at Dante. “Why are you 
doing this to me? Do you get your rocks off on tormenting 
people, or something?” 


“What? No.” Dante stepped back, putting half a foot 
between them. “I’m not trying to torment you.” 


“So what are you doing? You practically order me to get out 
of the bed, and then you corner me and won't let me leave 
the room once I’ve done what you asked. All I’m trying to do 
is leave with a little dignity. | apologize for bothering you. 
I’m sorry | had the audacity to think you might be as 
attracted to me as | am to you. The least you can do is let 
me go without siphoning away what little pride | have left.” 


Dante didn’t know if it was Cody’s sincerity or the way he 
faced Dante and looked him square in the eyes when he 
spoke, but a fraction of the reserve Dante felt about getting 
involved with the younger man dissolved. Cody was young, 
but Dante was beginning to think he hadn't given the 
younger man enough credit. He obviously wasn’t the little 
punk Dante had believed him to be. He’d stood up to Dante, 
a man twice his size, and then had the balls to own up to his 
desires even when he expected Dante to turn it around and 
poke fun at his expense. Dante could respect that. And if 
Cody had the nerve to go after what he wanted and face 
Dante when he was clearly uncomfortable with the 
situation, then Dante could at least be honest and admit he 
felt the chemistry between them, too. He owed Cody that 
much. 


“lam.” Dante backed away from Cody, giving the boy a 
little extra space, and sat on the edge of the mattress. 


Cody followed him over to the bed, although he chose not to 
sit. Instead, he stood by the foot of the bed and regarded 
Dante with suspicion. “You are what?” 


'l am attracted to you.” 
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Cody was quiet for a moment. Then he dropped his clothes 
to the floor and sat beside Dante on the bed. “Then why in 
the hell are we sitting here talking when we could be doing 
something else? | don’t understand why vou're being so 
difficult. Are you intentionally trying to confuse me?” 


“No. I’m not trying to do anything of the sort. Just because 
I’m dying to bury my cock up your ass doesn’t mean I'm 
going to do it.” 


“Why the hell not? I’m legal, and | want it. What’s there to 
stop you?” Cody’s eye widened. “Oh, God. You’re not...You 
don’t have --” 


“No.” Dante squeezed Cody’s shoulder, trying to reassure 
him. “I’m clean. Otherwise, | never would have let you go 
down on me without a rubber.” 


“Thank God. You scared me there for a minute. | didn’t think 
you would intentionally put me at risk, but | guess you never 
really know about some people, huh? I’ve always been 
careful -- rubbers for everything, you know -- but | didn’t feel 
like | needed to worry about it with you. Not for a blowjob, 
anyway. I’ve known you forever; | would trust you with my 
life.” 


“And that’s exactly what you did, boy. You may have known 
me most of your life, but you don’t know me that way. You 
have no idea where I’ve been or with who.” Dante wanted to 
be touched by Cody’s trust. What he felt was more akin to 
fear. Oral sex was low risk in the grand scheme of things, 
but that didn’t mean there was no danger involved. A simple 
cold sore on the inside of his mouth would put him at risk of 
contracting a potentially deadly virus. Cody’s blasé attitude 
scared the piss out of him. He didn’t want to look too closely 
at why that was. 


Cody leaned in closer, the bed dipping under his slight 
weight. “Are you saying | shouldn’t trust you?” 


“No. That’s not what | mean.” Or is it ? He didn’t feel very 
trustworthy when it came to Cody. He felt like doing things 
that would scare the hell out of the untried teenager. Rather 
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than elaborate on something even he didn’t understand, 
Dante changed the subject. “You knew it was me the entire 
time, didn’t you?” 


Cody didn’t ask what Dante was talking about. He simply 
nodded. “Of course | did. 


You don’t think I’d be that easy for just anyone, did you?” 
“Well, the thought did occur to me.” 


“Being young doesn’t mean I’m stupid. Do you really think | 
would still be so inexperienced if | soread for any man who 
came on to me?” 


“No, but I didn’t exactly think you were so green when | first 
Saw you at the club. You had no business there. Someone so 
young and ripe for being fucked wouldn’t have made it out 


of the club that night without a brand new education and a 
sore ass if you’d chosen anyone but me.” And he probably 
still would have left with a sore ass, if not for the fact that 

Dante had knocked off his mask. 


'l can take care of myself. I'm not exactly helpless.” 


“You aren't a heavyweight either, and some men won't take 
no for an answer -- 


especially when you’re dressed like a slut.” 
“Fuck you, Dante. | didn’t come here for fashion advice.” 


“I’m just telling you the truth. You came to a sex club 
dressed to be fucked. Most men don’t take well to 
cockteases.” 


“I wasn’t teasing then or now. My ass has no problem 
cashing the checks my mouth was trying to write that night 
in the club and earlier tonight. You’re the one who won’t put 
out.” 


'l won't put out?” Dante laughed. “You little shit.” 
Cody scowled. “There you go laughing at me again.” 


“Oh, shit. Loosen up a little. You’re as high strung as your 
uncle.” 


“Could you not talk about my family when we're both 
naked?” 
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“Um, yeah, sure.” It probably wouldn’t be wise to mention 
he’d slept with Beau a time or two many, many years ago 
either. They’d never had a relationship, other than 
friendship, but they had been two horny young gay men in a 
dorm filled with straight jocks. Shit happened. Christ, he 
hadn’t thought about that in a decade or more. 


“Dante? Earth to Dante.” 


Dante blinked. “Sorry. | phased out there for a minute. It’s 
been a long night.” 


“Yeah, well...l guess that’s my cue to go.” Cody slid off the 
bed and rose to his feet, his dick a soft curve over the 
plump sac beneath. 


Dante meant to sit still and allow Cody to leave with as little 
drama as possible. Instead, a feeling of panic rose in his 
chest. Why was he bothering to fight the chemistry between 
them? 


He wanted to fuck Cody -- hadn’t been able to stop thinking 
about the boy since the weekend before. Why keep torturing 
himself with thoughts of what could be, when Cody was 
offering him exactly what he wanted? 


Even in his sleep, he’d dreamed of Cody’s sweet pink lips 
wrapped around his shaft, sucking him to one mind-blowing 
climax after another. Until that week, he hadn’t experienced 
a wet dream in close to twenty years. In the wake of one 
less than thorough blowjob, he’d had two. Cody did 
something to him that he’d never desired before -- he made 
him feel real and honest need. 


It would have been simple to let Cody walk out, but he 
didn’t want to. 


Without another thought of rebuttal, Dante reached out and 
grabbed Cody’s forearm. 


LLI Stav. ” 
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Chapter Seven 


Flummoxed, Cody stared down at Dante. The older man 
looked almost as surprised by his request as Cody felt. 


“Why?” he blurted, before he could think twice about his 
words. He cursed, wishing the censor between his mouth 
and brain would stop short-circuiting. 


“Stay because you want to, not because | want you to.” 


“You want me here?” Dante was confusing the hell out of 
Cody. One minute the man admitted he wanted him, and the 
next he said he planned to do nothing about it. Now he was 
saying he didn’t want Cody to leave. But if he had no 
intention of sleeping with Cody, why did he want him to 
stay? 


Cody felt like his brain was swimming in gelatin. 
“Yes,” Dante said. “I want you to stay.” 

“Why?” 

“Do you have to keep asking me ‘why’?” 


“Yes.” How else was he supposed to figure out what was 
going on in the older man’s mind? He wasn’t a mind reader, 
for Christ’s sake. 


Dante rolled his eyes. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.” 
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Cody squared his shoulders. “Fuck you, Dante. | may want 
you more than | want my next breath, but | don’t need this 
shit.” 


Dante’s fingers tightened around Cody’s arm. “Stop. I’m 
sorry. This is just beyond fucking weird. I... You say you trust 
me because you’ve known me since you were a kid. 


Well, try to see this from my point of view for a moment. 
I’ve known you since you were a little boy. Before last 
weekend, | didn’t think of you in a sexual way. | noticed you 
— I'd be lying if | said | hadn’t — but you were off limits. Now 
all | want to do is throw you down on this bed, in your 
uncle’s goddamn house of all places, and fuck you to within 
an inch of your life. If that isn’t what you want, then you 
need to leave right now.” 


“1...” The very air Cody was trying to breathe clogged in his 
windpipe. He cleared his throat. “I want that too, Dante. So 
much.” 


Dante gave Cody’s arm a sharp tug and pulled him forward. 
Cody fell onto the bed, laying half on and half off Dante’s 
muscular upper body. He didn’t get a chance to enjoy the 
feel of Dante’s hard muscles under his body, because Dante 
wrapped his arms around Cody and rolled them across the 
mattress. Cody wound up on the bottom, with Dante 
hovering above him. Their legs were entangled; their lower 
bodies flush. The hard length of Dante’s erection prodded 
Cody’s groin, hot as a brand and twice as permanent. A 
brand could be changed or covered, but Cody would 
remember this night for as long as he lived. 


He’d have to, since it was all he’d ever get of Dante. 


Dante leaned down and Cody stretched up, their lips 
skimming together. Dante’s breath hinted of the liquor he 


favored. When his tongue brushed Cody’s bottom lip, Cody 
tasted the distinct tang of whiskey. Although he wasn’t 
much of a drinker and didn’t care for liquor even when he 
did indulge in alcohol, the sharp flavor tasted surprisingly 
good on Dante’s tongue. 


Dante pulled back and gazed down at Cody. “You are so 
fucking sexy.” 
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Cody opened his mouth, unsure of what to say when “thank 
you” seemed so inadequate, and found his lips covered by 
Dante’s once again. Cody closed his eyes and relaxed, 
giving himself up into Dante’s capable hands. He knew all 
the mechanics of sex -- 


who didn’t? -- but he trusted Dante to walk him through the 
finer points. The older man probably knew tricks that would 
blow Cody’s mind, and he couldn’t wait to experience each 
and every one of them. His only regret was that he’d only 
get to experience Dante’s loving once. He wasn’t entirely 
sure one night was enough to get Dante out of his system. 
Although he was going to take what he could get and be 
grateful for it, he’d wanted Dante much too long to be 
satisfied by one lone fuck. 


Dante’s tongue thrust between Cody’s parted lips and into 
his mouth, moving in a primitive dance that hinted at events 
still to come. Cody tilted his head back for a better fit and 
returned the languid stroke of Dante’s tongue with his own. 
He ran his hands up and down Dante's wide back, over the 
hot, silken skin and corded muscle. His fingers walked over 
the hard jut of shoulder bones and down the bony ridges of 
Dante’s spine. He strained to reach Dante's ass, but his 
arms weren’t quite long enough to get a good grasp. He 


gave up and returned his hands to Dante’s back with the 
promise that he would get to squeeze Dante’s firm ass and 
trace the shallow depressions on either side. He doubted 
Dante was interested in bottoming, but maybe the older 
man would bend over and let Cody have a taste of what 
he’d been coveting. 


Dante rocked his hips, pushing his hard prick over and 
against Cody’s. The leaking tip kissed the smooth skin of 
Cody’s groin and rubbed his shaft. A little simple frottage 
had never felt so damn good. Cody moaned into Dante’s 
mouth, unable to hold back the small, pitiful whimper. 


His dick had gone down from stress and aggravation, but it 
was on the rise again -- 


faster than earlier. He should have been dizzy from the rush 
of blood heading south. All he felt was an overwhelming 
sense of elation. Dante wanted him. Dante frickin’ Santiago 
is going to fuck me. 
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The whole situation seemed surreal. 
“Oh...Dante. You feel so good.” 


“Mmm...you do.” Dante trailed warm, moist kisses down the 
cord of Cody’s throat and then back up to his ear. “You smell 
good; taste better. Christ, Cody, what are you doing to me? | 
can’t remember ever wanting someone as much as | want 
you.” 


Cody’s breath hitched. Fragile hope blossomed in his chest 
but was quickly pushed aside in favor of reality. He had to 


remember that men said things they didn’t mean during 
sex. He couldn’t take Dante seriously. It would only end in 
his heartache. This was a simple exchange of pleasure, 
nothing more or less. He needed to keep that in mind when 
Dante gazed at him with so much tenderness, his nostrils 
flaring with desire. 


Dante rolled to his side, facing Cody instead of looming 
above him. Cody turned into the other man’s larger body 
and scooted close, reluctant to lose any of the ground he’d 
gained in the last few minutes. He didn’t want to slow down 
or take it easy. He wanted to plunge forward into the 
pleasure awaiting him and revel in it. Dante’s big, muscular 
body teased Cody’s senses with what could be. His 
confidence and experience promised ecstasy. 


The older man propped his head up on his hand, his elbow 
pillowed, and cast his gaze down over Cody’s body. 
Appreciation shined in his eyes as he met Cody’s anxious 
stare. 


“You're so beautiful.” 


“Thank you. You’re not so bad yourself.” Relief poured 
through Cody, dousing insecurities about whether or not 
Dante would find him pleasing. Beautiful wasn’t as good as 
hot, or as masculine or studly, but Cody would take it. 


“Oh, yeah?” Dante said with a grin. “You care to elaborate 
on that?” 


Cody rolled his eyes. “As if you need your ego stroked.” 
Dante laughed and ruffled Cody’s hair. 


Cody backed up, slightly miffed. You ruffled a kid’s hair. It 
wasn’t something you did to someone you were getting 


ready to fuck. 
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Dante moved closer, eradicating the space between them. 
“What’s wrong?” 


“Don’t do that. | don't like it.” 


“Poor baby.” He ruffled Cody’s hair again, laughing all the 
while. 


Cody shoved at Dante's chest. “You’re an asshole, you know 
that?” 


Dante sobered. “I do. That’s why | can’t understand why 
you'd want me to be your first.” 


“What?” Was it possible Dante didn’t realize his own worth? 
Cody didn’t doubt Dante’s awareness of his good looks, but 
what about the rest? Sure, Dante could be a jerk when he 
wanted. But he was kind when it counted. Cody had seen as 
much over the years, more than enough evidence to 
convince him of what a good man Dante Santiago was. 


“Of all the people you could want to be your first lover, why 
choose me?” 


“Could | get by with saying it’s because you’re hot, and your 
prick is huge?” 


“No. You could probably land plenty of men just as attractive 
and younger than | am.” 


Dante’s forehead wrinkled. “I would really like to know. It’s 
important.” 


“I don't know. It's hard to explain.” Cody swallowed the 
sudden overabundance of saliva in his mouth. He didn’t 
know whether to admit to the little known fact of his crush 
or bullshit Dante into believing it was all about sex. He 
wanted to get physical in the worst way, but it hadn’t 
started as that. When he first began daydreaming about 
Dante, his fantasies were more about holding hands and 
dating, innocent things that would embarrass the hell out of 
him now. As much as he’d heard confession was good for 
the soul, it would be hell on his sex life. He was fairly sure 
Dante would take off if Cody admitted he was in love with 
him -- something Cody didn’t even like to think about 
himself, much less share with the man questioning him. No 
one would believe him if he claimed to have been in love 
with the same man since he was fourteen. They’d call it 
puppy love and pat him on the head, rather like Dante had 
just done a minute earlier. 
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Dante brushed Cody’s hair away from his forehead and 
tenderly kissed his lips. “Could you try?” 


Buttering him up with kisses was not playing fair. “I’ve been 
attracted to you for a long time, all right? And, well, | 
thought it would be better to be with someone who was 
older and more experienced, like you, rather than someone 
my own age who'd get impatient and fuck the whole thing 
up for me.” 


Dante almost looked disappointed by the explanation. 
“That’s it? That’s your only reason for all this?” 


“Yes.” It was part of the truth, if not all. 


Dante stared into his eyes. There was a long pregnant 
pause, neither of them moving, until Cody finally blinked 
and broke the moment. Dante nodded. “All right. Let’s do 
this.” 


Dante pressed close to Cody, rubbing against him. 


“Huh?” How was he supposed to think when Dante's cock 
was prodding his stomach and leaving a trail of hot, wet 
kisses on his skin? “Do what?” 


Dante chuckled. “What have you been begging me for?” 
Cody stiffened in Dante’s arms. “Nothing. | don’t beg.” 


“Oh, don’t get touchy about a matter of semantics, pretty.” 
Dante kissed the tip of Cody’s nose. 


“Bite me, asshole.” 


“I could bite your asshole, but l don’t think it would feel very 
good.” 


Cody couldn’t help himself; he laughed. “Jesus, you’re 
goofy.” 


“Sex is supposed to be fun, pretty.” 


Cody let his fingers walk over the curve of Dante’s hip. He 
Slipped his fingers over the rise and gave one firm butt- 
cheek a squeeze. “How about a little less humor and more 
sex?” 


He nipped the hard jut of Dante’s chin. “I want you. Take 
me.” 
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“You want it, you got it. | hope you know what you’re getting 
yourself into.” 


“I do. Now give it to me.” 
“Patience, pretty.” 


“You know, I’m not that pretty. You could pick a better 
nickname.” 


“All right. How about kiddo?” 
“You could try calling me Cody.” 
“No.” 

“It is my name.” 


Dante shrugged with one shoulder. “That’s what everyone 
calls you.” 


“That’s kind of the point.” 


“Ah, but | don’t want to be like everyone else. Besides, you 
are pretty.” Dante skimmed his hand down Cody’s abdomen, 
his fingers barely brushing Cody’s skin. “Just look at this 
Skin, all smooth and soft -- the color of peaches and cream. 
Are you sweet, Cody? Even your prick is the color of fruit. 
Succulent, ripe strawberries.” His fingertip pushed against 
the slit in Cody’s cock and massaged the leaking fluid 
around the swollen head. “I wonder if you would taste as 
delicious.” 


Cody rocked his hips, pushing up into Dante’s hand. “Try me 
and see.” 


“I thought you wanted my cock?” 


“I do. Christ, Dante, just do something. I’m dying here.” 


'l am doing something.” Dante cupped Cody’s balls. “I’m 
touching you.” 


“That’s fabulous. Now do something else.” 
“Are you always so impatient?” 


“You try waiting nineteen years to get laid and see how you 
feel.” 


Dante laughed. “You are so adorable.” 

Cody groaned. “Adorable is for puppies and kittens.” 
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“And you. You’re adorable.” 

“Eat me, asshole.” 


Dante laughed harder. “Later. I’ve always enjoyed eating a 
well-fucked ass.” 


Cody groaned at the thought of Dante’s mouth on him, 
licking him in such an intimate place. Then he realized the 
implications of what the other man had said. Although there 
wouldn’t be a later for them, Cody kept quiet. The yearning 
to feel Dante moving inside him, connected to him if only for 
a short time, was too strong to risk killing the mood with 
something so maudlin. 


Dante’s lips covered his own, rough and demanding. Raw 
need slammed into Cody. He met Dante’s aggressiveness 
head on, thrusting his tongue forward as Dante’s sought to 


plunder the soft tissues of his mouth. He wrapped his right 
arm around Dante’s neck and pulled him closer, desperate 
to feel the other man’s heavy weight atop him. 


Dante dragged his mouth away, breathing heavily. “Tell me 
you brought supplies because | don’t have anything on me. | 
didn’t exactly come to your uncle’s poker game prepared for 
this.” 


“1...” Cody moaned at the loss of Dante’s lip. He lifted his 
head and ran a line of kisses down Dante’s throat. “I set 
lube and condoms on the nightstand.” 


Dante looked over Cody’s shoulder and grinned. “You really 
were sure of your charms, weren’t you?” 


Cody sucked the lobe of Dante's ear into his mouth. He 
nipped the succulent flesh and then released it. “Call me an 
eternal optimist.” 


Dante shivered. “I don’t know about that, but I’m glad you 
planned ahead.” 


“Me, too.” So incredibly glad. He still couldn’t believe he was 
going to have sex with Dante. Deep down, he'd really 
expected the older man to send him away. Now that he was 
in Dante’s arms and getting ready to have sex for the first 
time, he didn’t know whether to be excited or nervous. He 
wanted the older man so badly, but what if he screwed 
things up? 
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What if wound up embarrassing himself? How would he ever 
live something like that down? 


Tension invaded his muscles, even as his dick ached for 
attention. He couldn’t ever remember being so hard. 


Dante leaned past Cody and grabbed the lube and condoms 
off the nightstand. After flinging the strip of condoms onto 

the pillow, Dante flipped the pop-top on the lube and poured 
a steady stream of the stuff into his palm. He cast the bottle 
aside and smiled down at Cody. “Pull your legs back for me.” 


“Kay.” Finally, they were getting somewhere. Cody quickly 
complied, grabbing each leg under the knee and hoisting 
them toward his chest. He panted, anticipating what would 
come next. He couldn’t wait for Dante’s fingers to sink 
inside him. Big and wide, they were bound to stretch him 
out and make him feel every single solitary inch sliding 
inside him. 


Nervous anticipation built like a runaway freight train as 
Cody watched Dante’s touch descend lower. The dark hue of 
Dante’s strong hand looked so out of place hovering over 
Cody’s pale skin. If anything, their differences turned Cody 
on more. He fought to hold still while Dante’s hand moved 
lower, praying all the while that Dante wouldn’t see how his 
hands trembled where they clutched his legs. He wanted to 
be good for Dante -- damn good -- and leave a lasting 
impression on the man. 


Dante’s hand glided down the underside of Cody’s cock, 
petting and spreading the lube around. “So pretty, baby.” 


Cody jerked, surprised by the icy lube. “Fuck. That’s cold.” 
“It'll warm up quick.” 


Cody rolled his hips, pushing up for more, and whimpered 
when Dante continued down, not giving his cock the 
attention it wanted. “God, Dante, touch me.” 


“Lam.” Dante’s fingers dipped lower rubbing the cool slick 
over Cody’s balls and then further behind. 
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Cody held his breath, waiting for Dante’s touch where they 
both needed it most. The softest sensation passed through 
his crease, barely skirting his entrance. Cody moaned and 
wiggled his ass, trying to get Dante’s fingers where he 
wanted them. He’d waited so long for this night. The 
realization of so many dreams were about to come true that 
he could scarcely stand to wait another second. 


The slick tip of a single finger traced around Cody’s hole, 
teasing the rim. He fought to hold still, impatient for more. 
Dante’s finger circled his hole and began to press inward. 
The tip burned a little but only in a good way. Dante eased 
deeper, taking it slow as he sank the first thick digit deep 
inside. 


“How’s that?” Dante asked, his gaze never wavering from 
the task at hand. “Okay?” 


“Yes. It's good,” Cody panted, watching Dante’s hand move 
back and forth. One finger wasn’t enough. It wasn’t even 
close to what he wanted. “I need more. Dante...please.” 


Within seconds, a second finger joined the first. Dante 
twisted and turned them, spreading Cody open in slow 
increments. His fingers plunged in and out at a sedate pace, 
making Cody crazy with desire. His skin felt tight, his balls 
aching. He wanted more of the erotic, slow burn echoing 
back and forth between his ass and balls. His cock felt like a 
steel divining rod, bobbing up and down in search of friction. 


By the time Dante introduced a third finger, Cody was so 
eager he wasn’t above begging for what he needed. “Yes,” 
Cody pleaded. “More. Christ...Dante...give me more.” 


Dante twisted his wrist, pushing upward, and moved his 
fingers in what felt like a come-hither motion. Every nerve 
ending in Cody’s body lit up like the Fourth of July. He 
slammed his head back against the pillow and squeezed his 
eyes shut. “Dante...oh... | want you...inside...right now. God, 
please.” 


Dante's fingers retreated, leaving Cody empty and anxious 
to be filled. “Do you really want me, or would any swinging 
dick soothe your itch?” 


“No. You. Only you, Dante.” 
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“Yes. Fuck, yes! | only want you Dante. No one else...” Cody 
whimpered, desperate for relief. “No one else was good 
enough.” 


Dante looked down at him for a moment, an odd look in his 
eyes. Then he blinked, a mask of lust concealing the open 
hunger Cody had seen in his gaze. Cody wasn’t sure if he’d 
truly seen the raw need reflected in Dante’s eyes or if it’d 
been his imagination, but he wanted to believe Dante was 
as desperate for intimate human contact as he was. He 
couldn’t be the only gay man interested in fostering a real 
connection with someone, could he? 


He didn’t see Dante as someone who would ever be 
interested in settling down. He was more the type of man 


who fucked everything on two legs until he was too old to 
get it up. 


For some people, alone didn’t mean lonely. 


Cody was not one of those people. He longed for 
companionship and eventually hoped to find someone he 
could share his life with. 


Dante, undoubtedly, wouldn’t be that man, but Cody 
planned to enjoy the time they had. He’d been fantasizing 
about being Dante’s lover for too many years not to relish 
whatever attention he received from the older man. He had 
no doubt Dante’s prowess would exceed his expectations. 
He prayed he wouldn’t be left with a broken heart at the end 
of the night. Not every tryst had to end with a commitment 
ceremony, but he didn’t want to feel like a broken toy once 
Dante was finished with him either. 


Dante rolled over onto his back. He picked up the strip of 
condoms lying on his pillow and tore one off. He rolled the 
Slick sheath down over his cock with little fuss, Cody’s avid 
gaze eating him up the entire time. As if he knew Cody was 
a heartbeat away from pouncing on him, Dante lifted his 
arms and stretched them above his head, showing off a 
smorgasbord of defined muscles and hair-roughened skin. 


Oh, man. The things Cody wanted to do to this man. It made 
him a little sad that he’d never get the chance to do more 
than fuck. 


Reckless Seduction 
55 


When Dante didn’t automatically return to him, Cody let go 
of his legs and sat up. 


“What are you doing?” 


“Getting comfortable, pretty.” Dante wiggled around, finally 
settling back against the pillow with his hands behind his 
head. “Come on over here, and climb on. You’re going to do 
all the work this time around. There’ll be less chance of me 
hurting you if you’re calling the shots.” 


Riding Dante wasn’t what he’d had in mind for his first time, 
but the idea appealed to him. He kind of liked the thought of 
Dante being at his mercy, instead of the other way around. 


Cody scoped Dante out from head to toe and tried to keep 
from drooling. He was so firm, all hair-roughened skin and 
muscle stretched out over big, sturdy bones. Thighs thick 
with muscle framed an impressive package. His cock was 
long and thick, the fat, plum-shaped head flared much wider 
than the heavily veined shaft. Plump balls rested in a sac 
the color of rich strawberry ice cream. Even his long feet, 
the toenails groomed and cut short, were attractive. Cody 
had never once considered feet a turn-on, but Dante’s were. 
They were proof the man took good care of himself. 


Is there nothing about this man that | find repellant? 


Without another thought, he straddled Dante’s thighs, much 
as he had the weekend before. This time around, he had no 
intention of moving until the fat cock he’d already had the 
pleasure of sucking was buried in his ass. He could hardly 
contain his excitement. 


Out of all the people he would’ve chosen to be his first, 
Dante was the best. He was so mature and sexy. He could 
kiss like a demon and was hung like a porn star. Actually, 
that last bit was a little intimidating now that Cody thought 
about it, but he wasn’t going to let that stop him. He was 
man enough to take a little pain, especially when the 


pleasure promised to be everything he’d fantasized about 
and more. 
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Cody reached behind him and gripped Dante's cock, the 
latex covered shaft hard and slick in his hand. He lined the 
blunt head up with his entrance and pushed back against it 
a little. Nothing happened. He tried again, pushing harder, 
and felt his body beginning to flower open, taut muscles 
straining to accommodate Dante’s wide crown. “Christ, 
you're big.” 


Dante eyes flashed. He watched Cody move with a hungry, 
predatory gleam in his dark eyes. “Just take your time. I’m 
not going anywhere.” 


“Damn right, you’re not.” Cody gasped. His train of thought 
was eradicated as the fat head of Dante’s cock broke 
through the ring of muscle guarding his entrance. He knew 
he only had the tip in his ass, but damn if it didn’t feel like 
he was sitting on a tree stump. 


Dante moved, lifting his arms out from underneath his head 
to grip Cody’s hips and help steady him. “Breathe and push 
down like you have to go to the bathroom. It'll help.” 


Oh, God. Easier said than done. “Yeah, okay. Just a little at a 
time, right?” 


“That’s right, pretty. You’re in charge here. Just go slow, and 
take what you can. | know | have a big cock, baby. It’s all 
right if you can’t take it all.” 


Cody whimpered. He loved listening to Dante talk. The 
man’s voice was low and deep, smooth as butter and twice 
as delicious. Even if it burned like the flames of hell were 


licking at his ass, Cody was determined to take it. He 
wanted to fuck himself on Dante’s cock; he just wasn’t sure 
he could take the entire wide length without splitting himself 
open. He’d always been told the first time would hurt but 
that a little stretching would go a long way toward easing 
the pain. Dante had used three fingers and carefully 
prepared Cody for this, and it still stung. 


Maybe some people jus aren’t cut out for bott 
t 
oming. 


He’d used fingers and even a slim jelly dildo he’d bought at 
the mall, but he’d never felt anything like the hot stretch of 
Dante’s big cock. 
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Cody gritted his teeth and sank down a little more. Just 
when he thought he couldn’t take another inch, Dante’s dick 
brushed across his sweet spot and sent a cascade of new, 
pleasurable sensations shooting through his body. Cody 
cried out then bit into his lower lip to stop the scream 
building in his throat. 


“Oh, God...so good.” How could something hurt so much 
one second and feel so fucking fabulous the next? 


Cody lifted his hips, experimenting. The sharp bite of 
pleasure drowned out the uncomfortably full feeling, the 
pleasure transcending anything he’d ever experienced. 


He bounced up and down, taking a little more of Dante’s 
cock on every pass until his ass was hitting Dante’s upper 
thighs. Dante began to rock up into Cody’s downward 
lunges, helping set their pace as they pushed and pulled 
together, finding a slow and deep rhythm that suited them 
both. 


“Fuck, yes,” Dante growled, his deep voice rumbling. “Just 
like that, pretty. Take what you want. Ride me until we both 
explode.” He rolled his hips, pushing up as Cody bore down 
on him. 


Cody lost himself in the pleasure of having someone -- 
Dante -- deep inside him. He’d hoped it would feel good, 
that he would get off on it, but he’d had no idea it would be 
so intimate, so all consuming and powerful. He felt 
connected to Dante in a way he'd never expected. 


Dante’s big hands kneaded Cody’s hips, digging in and 
holding on as Cody levered himself up and down on the hard 
column of flesh invading his body. Although he knew it was 
unlikely given the condom, Cody imagined he could feel 
every ridge and bump of Dante’s immense shaft rubbing 
along his tight inner walls and coaxing his body closer and 
closer to climax. 


The pain was all but gone, the only remnants working to 
drive him closer to detonation. He’d never realized there 
was such a thing as good pain. The ache of his muscles 58 
Amanda Young 


stretching blended with the pleasurable fullness of his ass 
and the indescribable lightning that shot through his groin 
every time Dante’s dick rubbed over his sweet spot. 


“Dante...oh...feels so good.” 


“You do...so hot and tight. Christ, Cody. Don’t stop.” 


“Not going to,” Cody panted, moving faster. He rolled his 
hips, taking Dante’s full length over and over again. Their 
Skin slapped together, Cody’s ass hitting Dante’s thighs with 
every rapid plunge downward. Each ragged inhalation was 
tinged with the scent of Dante’s skin, the smell of their 
combined sweat, and pure male musk. 


One hand let go of his hip and traveled the short distance 
across his groin. Dante’s calloused fingers wrapped around 
the base of his shaft and pressed tight around him. He 
pumped from base to tip, and then back again, his hand 
gliding on the slick, copious precum flowing from Cody’s 
body. 


He’d been dreaming of this moment for so long; he never 
wanted it to end. He didn’t want to come yet, but he feared 
he wasn’t going to be able to hold back. He was too hot to 
put off the inevitable forever. 


The muscles in his lower body quivered; his cock drooled 
silvery strands of precum. 


His abdomen tightened, the muscles in his thighs turning to 
bands of steel as his ass clamped down on Dante's shaft. 


Cody dropped his head back and keened, screaming his 
pleasure to the ceiling as short jerky contractions shook his 
body. He was vaguely aware of Dante’s hands tightening on 
his hips, almost to the point of pain. Some inaudible 
nonsense peppered the air, Dante’s words drowned out by 
the noises spilling from Cody’s own mouth. His ears buzzed, 
his body practically singing as cum jetted from his body and 
spilled over Dante’s chest and stomach. 


His climax kept going, on and on, until his balls ached from 
the amount of spunk pouring out of him. 
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His energy deserted him with the last dribbles of cum, 
leaving him exhausted and ready to fall into the sleep of the 
well-and-truly-fucked. He collapsed forward against Dante’s 
chest and buried his face in the curve of the older man’s 
throat. Dante’s strong arms enfolded him and held him 
close, heedless of the sticky mess between them, as Cody 
shivered and shook from the most overwhelming experience 
of his life. 
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Chapter Eight 


Dante pulled away from Cody long enough to rid himself of 
the loaded condom hanging off his cock. Using some tissues 
out of the box by the bed, he wrapped it up as best he could 
and promised himself he would throw it out as soon as he 
felt like moving. 


He glanced down at Cody lying beside him and felt a brief 
pang of desire try to rouse his sleeping cock. Cody’s hair 
was mussed, his cheeks still flushed from pleasure, and his 
lips were swollen and pouty. If anything, the debauched look 
made the younger man appear more sweet and angelic. 


For a moment, Dante felt even guiltier about fucking him, 
but he quickly set that notion aside. There was nothing to 
feel bad about. Cody had wanted him, said as much, and 
Dante had obliged. They’d had sex, and now it was over -- 
end of story. Except Dante wasn’t sure he wanted the night 
to be finished just yet. Cody would undoubtedly be too sore 
to go another round, but there were other things they could 
do, sexy things he could share with Cody. 


As soon as the little shit woke up. 


Cody was currently snuffling lightly and trying to burrow his 
face into Dante’s armpit. 


Dante found it strangely endearing. He was actually 
surprised he didn’t feel the urge to leave. 
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Spending the night meant awkward mornings, and there 
was no reason to start his day out fucked up when it was 
much easier to make an excuse and go home. Plus, that way 
there was no one hogging the mattress and stealing all the 
covers. 


Oddly enough, he didn’t want to run away from Cody now 
that he’d gotten off. He didn’t exactly want to spoon either, 
that was a little too domestic for his tastes, but he’d didn’t 
mind lying there with Cody next to him. 


Wasn't the night just full of little surprises? 


Most of all was Cody himself. He was a little spitfire, with 
more backbone than Dante had expected. The more Dante 
learned about him, the more intrigued he became. After the 
previous weekend, he’d planned to avoid Cody and pretend 
nothing had happened between them. Now he was lying 
with the boy in his arms and basking in the glow of damn 
good sex. 


Who would have thought? 


It should have shocked the piss out of him, and yet it didn’t. 
He was oddly complacent about the whole thing. In fact, 
he’d had more fun with Cody in the last couple of hours than 
he’d had in a very long time. The guy made him laugh and 
forget what a pain in the ass life could be, if only for a little 
while. Beau was going to kick his ass when he found out 
Dante was boning his nephew -- if he found out -- but Dante 
wasn’t going to worry about it right that second. He felt too 
mellow to care. 


He couldn’t regret a single second, except possibly for the 
time he’d wasted denying them both. Hell, the laughter 
alone, not even counting the orgasms, had been worth 


facing Beau’s rage. | might even be nice enough to give 
Beau a free shot. Being with Cody was worth it. 


Cody snuggled closer, throwing his leg over Dante’s and 
tucking his foot beneath Dante’s calf. He smacked his lips 
and something wet dripped down Dante's side. 


Dante rolled his eyes and choked on a snicker. He couldn’t 
believe he was lying still and allowing himself to be drooled 
on. With a sigh, he settled back onto his pillow and 62 
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closed his eyes. He’d rest for just a minute and then he 
really needed to get dressed and go home. 


The bedroom door burst open, slamming into the wall as 
Beau rushed into the room. 


He stopped just inside the door, his eyes bulging. “What the 
fuck?” 


“Beau.” Dante sat up, knocking Cody off him and waking 
him up. “This isn’t as bad as it looks.” Dante winced at the 
cliché as it slipped from his lips. 


“Fuck,” Cody said, sitting up and pulling the cover around 
him. “Uncle Beau...what are you, um, doing up?” 


“I heard someone shouting and came running.” Beau 
blinked, looking from Dante to Cody and then back again. 
His eyes narrowed. “I thought someone was being killed in 
here. | didn’t know I was going to have to do the killing.” 


Cody climbed to his knees, dragging the sheet with him. 
“Wait a minute. I’m sure this isn’t as bad as you think.” 


Beau’s right eye twitched. “This isn’t as bad as | think? Are 
you fucking kidding me? 


You need to stay out of this, and put some damn clothes 
on.” He glared at Dante. “You need to get up so I can kick 
your ass.” 


“Wait. Uncle Beau, would you just listen to me for a second? 
Dante didn’t do anything | didn’t ask him to do. | came here 
and crawled into bed with him, not the other way around. 


Do you understand what I’m saying?” 


“I’m sure you think vou're the seducer here, Cody, but I’m 
old enough to know better.” 


Dante threw his legs over the side of the bed. “I didn’t 
seduce anyone, Beau. Cody wanted me, and he got me. End 
of story.” 


Beau’s nostrils flared. “Stand up and say that again.” 


Maybe provoking Beau hadn’t been the best idea. “I can 

stand up if you want me to, but we both know you aren’t 
going to do anything. It’s not your style. And besides, I’m 
not wearing any clothes.” 
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“Maybe not, but | bet it’d be the first time a naked man has 
kicked your ass.” 


“Bring it, asshole. I'd like to see you try it.” 


“Enough,” Cody said, crawling out of the bed to stand 
between his uncle and Dante. 


“Both of you are acting like idiots. I’m sorry if you’re upset, 
but you have no say in who I sleep with. You have to quit 
seeing me as some stupid little kid.” 


Beau’s gaze dropped and then quickly returned to Cody’s 
face. “I’m seeing plenty more than I'd like to. Could you put 
on some fucking clothes?” 


Pink smears crawled up Cody’s chest and back and 
converged onto his pale cheeks. 


One hand dropped to shield his groin, while the other 
reached for the thin cotton blanket crumpled at the foot of 
the bed. He dragged it clear and wrapped it around his lean 
hips as he looked for the clothes he’d dropped to the floor 
earlier. 


Dante watched out of the corner of his eye as Cody found 
his jeans and slipped them on, sans underwear, beneath the 
bulky blanket. His main focus was on the royally pissed off 
man standing by the side of the bed. Beau’s arms were 
crossed over his upper body, his chest rising and falling at a 
faster than normal pace beneath the navy blue robe tied at 
his waist. 


His platinum hair stuck up in clumps around his pale face. 
His countenance, joined with the robe and slippers, made 
Dante think of a berserk escapee from some mental 
hospital. Since he didn’t think Beau would appreciate the 
sentiment, he kept his mouth shut. There was no sense in 
egging the man on. He was a hairsbreadth away from a 
tantrum as it stood. 


With a frown, Dante reached for the clothes he’d left folded 
by the bed. He dressed quickly, trying to think up some way 
to diffuse the situation before Beau flew off the handle and 
said or did something he would regret. 


Dante was impressed with the way Cody had handled 
himself so far, but the boy didn’t deserve to be on the 
receiving end of his uncle’s wrath. Dante had known better 
than sleeping with the boy under Beau’s roof, and he’d done 
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hormones dictate his behavior. The result was a catastrophe 
waiting to happen. He couldn’t let what they’d done come 
between the two men. He knew Cody loved his uncle and 
vice versa, but it wouldn’t be the first time he’d seen 
tempers flare and fuck up relationships. 


He looked over at Cody when he finished lacing up his 
shoes. Cody was standing at the foot of the bed, glancing 
back and forth between Dante and his uncle. He was 
chewing on his plump lower lip, the expression on his face 
screaming distress. 


Dante rose to his feet and met Cody’s wide stare. “Why 
don’t you finish getting dressed while your uncle and | go 
have a little chat?” 


“| don't think that’s such a good idea. | --” 


“We don’t have anything to talk about,” Beau interrupted. 
“You seduced my nephew under my own fucking roof. There 
isn’t anything | want to say to you other than get the hell 
out of my house. Right now.” 


Dante took a deep breath and counted to five before 
speaking. “lIl leave as soon as you calm down and talk to 
me like an adult instead of ranting and raving like a lunatic. 


The only thing you’re doing is pissing me off and alienating 
your nephew.” 


Beau’s nostrils flared. “Fine. In my office. Five minutes.” 
Without waiting for an agreement, he spun and walked out 
of the room, slamming the door shut behind him. 


Cody sank down on the mattress. His shoulders sagged as 
he scrubbed his hands over his face. “Fuck. That went well.” 


Dante sighed. This was so not how he’d planned his night to 
go. He walked over to the bed and sat down beside Cody. 
“You know he’s going to calm down, right?” 


Cody spoke through his hands. “I realize that. It’s just... 
frustrating, you know? He treats me like an ignorant little 
kid.” 


“He loves you.” 


Cody looked up, his cheeks flushed. “I know. It’s the only 
reason | don’t stand up to him as much as | should. It’s 
always been easier to give in and let him have his way, 
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kept me from having a life. Uncle Beau took me in and 
raised me when no one else would; | owe him everything. | 
just don’t want him to be disappointed in me.” 


“Beau isn’t disappointed in you. He’s just in shock from 
having your sex life thrust into his face.” And the fact that 
you chose to sleep with me. 


“| guess.” Cody shook his head. “Fuck. | just wish | could 
have kept my mouth shut. If | would’ve stayed quiet, none 


of this would have happened.” 


“Well, you can’t take all the blame. After all, I’m the one 
who made you scream.” 


Cody laughed, giving Dante the response he wanted, and 
cutting a little of the tension. 


“Yeah, well, | suppose you had something to do with it.” 


Dante smiled. “Oh, you can be more generous than that. 
Give me a little credit.” 


“You know you’re fabulous. You don’t need to hear me say 
it.” 


Dante cupped Cody’s cheek and tilted his chin up. 
“Everything is going to be fine.” 


“I know. Thank you for at least attempting to talk to him. 
You didn’t have to.” 


Dante’s chest constricted. If he thought about it long 
enough, he could almost imagine that was real care shining 
out of Cody’s pretty blue eyes instead of gratitude. 


Since there wasn’t anything else to say, Dante leaned in and 
softly kissed Cody’s lips. 


Cody’s mouth parted in invitation, but Dante didn’t take 
advantage. He had a meeting with a man about a boy. 


It was about time someone set Beau straight and gave the 
man a little advice before he completely alienated Cody. 
Dante figured he was just the man for the job. There was no 
future for him and Cody, but Dante cared enough to assure 
that Beau didn’t hold the tryst against the boy. He didn’t 


mind playing the seducer card if it kept a rift from building 
between the two relatives. Even if Cody didn’t speak 
another word to Dante, there would be other lovers Beau 
wouldn’t approve of. 


Dante ignored the way his chest ached at the thought of 
Cody in someone else’s arms. 
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* OK OOK OK OX 


After dressing, Cody paced back and forth. He didn’t know if 
he was waiting to hear shouting and slamming doors or for 
someone to come and tell him everything would be all right. 
An annoying comparison flitted through his mind and was 
immediately banished. He was not some swooning fairy 
princess waiting for a white knight to come to his rescue. 
What a fucking ludicrous thought. 


He walked out of the guest bedroom and stomped down the 
stairs. Dante meant well by suggesting he talk to Beau, but 
Cody hated being left in the dark. He wanted to know what 

the hell was going on. The silence was nerve-wracking. 


Being with Dante, experiencing his lovemaking, had Cody’s 
heart and mind at war. His heart claimed Dante had to feel 
how good they were together, while his heart told him not to 
be stupid. His imagination was spinning good sex into 
something more than it really was. 


If he said anything about his feelings now, Dante would 
chalk them up to losing his cherry. 


Not that Dante would stick around after Beau had given him 
a piece of his mind. 


Cody couldn’t let Dante leave without talking to him. He 
wanted the opportunity to ask for another chance -- a real 
date to prove they could have more than physical chemistry. 


He wanted to get to know Dante better. The odds Dante 
would agree, however, were slim. 


Or were they? 


Even though he knew quite a bit about Dante, there was still 
much that remained a mystery. Cody wanted to learn every 
single facet of the man’s personality -- from the things he 
did in his spare time to the type of toothpaste he favored. 


He could only hope Dante would speak to him after Beau 
finished trying to convince him what a naive little brat Cody 
was. 


He jogged down the stairs and practically ran toward his 
uncle’s office, half excepting Dante to already be gone. It 
hadn’t been more than ten minutes since he’d gone to talk 
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Beau, but it felt like hours to Cody. The trip down the stairs 
had even felt like walking in molasses, anything to slow him 
down and keep him from going after his man. 


His man. It was a slight exaggeration, but he damn well 
liked the sound of that. He wished Dante Santiago belonged 
to him. If only... 


Cody stopped outside the closed office door, his pulse 
thundering in his ears. Only a week earlier he’d stood here, 
contemplating his visit to The Casbah for Halloween. Now, it 
felt as if his entire world rested on the men behind that 


closed wooden door. Dante’s rejection wouldn’t be the end 
of life as he knew it, but it was going to hurt. He’d been 
deluding himself to think he could ever have sex with Dante 
then walk away as if nothing had happened. Once wasn’t 
enough. He wanted more. 


Once outside the door, Cody didn’t know whether to knock 
or just walk in. After all, they were talking about him. He had 
a right to have some Say in whatever was being discussed. 
Right? 


Cody froze, the deep timbre of his lover’s voice holding him 
captive. He narrowed the distance between him and the 
door and listened. 


“I’m not going to apologize for being with Cody. l am sorry 
we had sex in your house. 


It was disrespectful and won’t happen again.” 
Beau sputtered. “You call that an apology?” 
“It’s the best you’re going to get, old friend.” 


“What’s to stop me from kicking your ass right here and 
now?” 


“Nothing but fear and air, but | don’t think you really want 
to do that.” 


“Fuck.” Beau exclaimed. “Why him, Dante? It isn’t like you 
aren’t surrounded by available ass every night of the week. 
Why did you have to sleep with Cody?” 


Cody didn’t hear anything for a minute, and then Dante 
quietly said, “I don’t know. 


There’s just something about him... Cody’s special.” 
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He swallowed. Would a man who didn’t want to see him 
again say something like that? 


Dante didn’t sound particularly happy about the admission, 
but that didn’t change what he'd said. 


It would be so easv for Codv to let himself believe Dante 
wanted more than a one-night stand, but the few things he 
knew about Dante contradicted anv hope of there ever 
being anvthing between them. 


Dante Santiago didn't date. He fucked random hot men and 
moved on to the next. As far as Codv knew there weren't 
even anv fuck-buddies. No one had ever been allowed to 
hang around long enough to get close to him. Whv should 
Cody be the exception to the rule? 


“Cody’s special?” Beau asked, his voice laced with ridicule. 
“That’s all you have to say for yourself?” 


“What would you like me to say? If you want to hear me say 
| was using him for a cheap piece of ass, | can’t do that. | 
can’t tell you we're going to ride off into the sunset, either.” 


“Why don’t you just cut the bullshit and tell me what your 
intentions are?” 


Yeah, Cody silently added, please do tell us what you have 
planned. 


“| don’t know.” 


Fuck. Cody bit into his lip. That didn’t sound very promising. 


“FIL tell you what vou're going to do. You’re going to leave 
and forget this night happened. He doesn’t need you 
fucking with his head. He’s too young and impressionable to 
be played with by someone like you.” 


Cody hoped Dante would deny Beau’s claim, say he liked 
Cody, and wouldn’t play with him like some discount toy. He 
heard the clink of glass and then Dante finally spoke. “You 
know, Cody is a lot smarter than you give him credit for. 
You're going to lose him if you keep treating him like a little 
kid and smothering the hell out of him. He’s old enough to 
make decisions about his life without you looking over his 
shoulder day in and day out.” 
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“Who are you to tell me how to raise my nephew?” Cody 
winced as his uncle’s voice rose louder. “You don’t have 
kids; you don’t even have pets. Hell, you’ve never had a 
relationship that lasted longer than it takes for you to 
come.” 


“Things change,” Dante said. 


“What are you saying? That you want a relationship with 
Cody?” 


Cody held his breath, waiting for Dante’s answer. 
“What if | am?” 
“You can’t mean that. Cody’s just a kid.” 


Cody really wanted to pop his uncle in the mouth. A kid, my 
ass. 


“He was man enough to stand up to you. And me, for that 
matter. Do you know he came after me, not the other way 
around? No matter what you may think, | did not come onto 
your nephew. | wouldn’t have. If he hadn’t come onto me, | 
never would have made a move. | didn’t see him in that 
light until he snuck into the club.” 


Cody groaned. He must have missed that part of the 
conversation. Had Dante really ratted on him about the 
club? Christ, he hoped no one got into trouble for letting him 
in. 


“I can’t explain it,” Dante continued, “but Cody’s different. | 
have no intention of using him and then tossing him aside. 
With your permission, l'd like to see more of him. You know 
I’ve never wanted to settle down and imitate the breeders, 
and that hasn’t changed, but I'd like the chance to get to 
know Cody better. See if there is something there between 
us.” 


OhmyfuckingGod. Cody could not believe his ears. Dante 
wanted to see him again, maybe even get to know him 
outside of the sheets. He wanted to pinch himself and make 
sure he wasn’t dreaming this shit up. There was a long 
pause, during which Cody began to get nervous. He couldn’t 
believe what he’d heard, wanted to be overjoyed about it -- 


however, he had a bad feeling there was a “but” coming. 
70 Amanda Young 


“You want my blessing to bang Cody?” Cody could hear the 
humor in his uncle’s voice. 


“Do you actually think I’m going to say ‘Go right ahead and 
knock yourself out’? This is my nephew we’re talking 
about.” 


“No, but it would be nice if you said you weren’t going to 
stand in my way. We've been friends a long time, and Cody 
loves you. He may not like your overbearing attitude, but 
deep down he respects your opinion. If you’re dead set 
against me seeing him, then | won’t. I’m not going to come 
between you.” 


If anything, Cody loved Dante even more for wanting to 
protect his relationship with his uncle. Unfortunately, he was 
worried about what Beau’s reply would be. What if Beau 
said something stupid? Although Cody wasn’t above going 
against his uncle’s desires, Dante was right about it possibly 
Causing a wedge between them. He had to live his own life, 
but things would be so much simpler if Beau would back off 
and give them his blessing. 


He leaned against the door, anxiety pounding through his 
brain. The door flew inward, taking Cody with it. Cody hit the 
floor with a hard thump to his knees. His face heated as he 
glanced up at his Uncle Beau and Dante, who sat facing 
each other across the desk in the middle of the room. 
“Oops.” 


Dante stood and helped Cody up. “Didn’t anyone ever teach 
you it isn’t nice to eavesdrop?” 


“I guess not. Sorry.” 


Beau shook his head, looking tired beyond his years. “How 
much did you hear?” 


Cody looked at his uncle. “Enough. So, what do you say? 
Will you back off a little, and give me a chance to make 
some of my own mistakes?” 


Beau regarded Cody with a frown, his bright blue eyes dim. 
Cody hated to see his uncle sad, but he had to realize that 


Cody wasn’t going to stay a kid forever. He had to grow up 
sometime, and there was no time like the present to cut the 
apron strings. 
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Beau rose to his feet and walked around the desk. “I’m 
sorry, but l can’t give my blessing for something | don't feel 
good about. | think the two of you together is a mistake.” 


Cody’s hopes plummeted. “But --” 


Beau quieted Cody with a stern look. “Having said that, I’m 
not going to stand in your way either. | have a sneaking 
Suspicion it would be a waste of my time to even bother. 
Now, it’s late, and I’m going to go back to bed. I’m sure 
you'll take the party elsewhere should you feel the urge 
to...” Beau waved his hands. “...whatever.” 


“Absolutely,” Dante said with a vigorous nod. 


“Yes. Yes, we will.” Cody hugged his uncle. “Thank you, 
Uncle Beau.” 


Beau’s arms tightened around Cody’s waist. “I love you, 
Cody. | never meant to be overbearing. You have to 
understand, | just want what’s best for you.” 


“I know, and | love you for it. But I’m old enough to take 
care of myself.” 


“I’m beginning to realize that.” Beau patted Cody on the 
back and released him. 


“Well...goodnight then.” He glanced at Dante. “I trust you'll 
remember what | said? Friend or not, if you intentionally 
hurt him there won’t be anywhere for you to hide.” 


'l understand,” Dante said. “That’s not going to be a 
problem.” 


Cody waited until his uncle left the room before whirling 
around on Dante. “I’m sorry | was eavesdropping, but did 
you mean it? Did you mean everything you said?” 


“Yes. | meant every single word.” 


Cody pushed up against Dante, his cheeks aching from the 
brilliant smile he gave Dante. “So, does that mean you 
wanna be my boyfriend?” 


Dante groaned and wrapped his arms around Cody’s 
shoulders. “Boyfriend sounds so juvenile. How about lover?” 


“All right,” Cody said, rubbing his cheek over Dante’s chest. 
“That'll do for now.” 


“We have plenty of time to work on the rest.” 


IÀATHE ENDS 
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“Yes, we certainly do.” 


Dante swept Cody into his arms, bent him over backward, 
and kissed him with a passion Cody knew he would never 
get enough of. 


Cody tilted his chin up higher and kissed Dante back with all 
the hope, all the longing he felt for the future. He didn’t 
know what it held in store for them, but at least Dante was 
willing to give him a chance. That was more than Cody 
could have ever asked for. 
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